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MEN. 


SI  R  Perfidious  Oldcraft,  an  old  Knight,  a  great 
Admirer' of  WitTf; 

.Witty-pate  Oidc*afc,  Father  s  own  Son.' 

Sir  Gregory  Fop,  f  Atlefs  Lord  of  Land. 
Cunningham,  a  difcreet  Gentleman,  Sir  Gregory’s 
Comrade  and  Sup  planter. 

Sir  Ruionous  Gentry,  a  decay'd)  _  .  , . 

Knight ,  >  Two  Jharkmg  Com- 

Priician,  a  poor.  Scholar  ',  1 ,  }  ,  PVllons-  ,  , 

Pompey  Doodle,  a  Clown ,  Sir .  Gregory V  Man,  a 
piece  of  Puff-pajle ,  like  his  Majler. 

Mr.  Credulous,  Nephew  to  Sir  Perfidious,  a  Jhallorw« 
brain 4 Scholar. 
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WOMEN. 

Neice  to  Sir  Perfidious,  a  rich  and  witty  Heir. 

Lady  Ruinous,  Wife  to  Sir  Ruinous. 

Guardianefs  to  Sir  Perfidious  his  Neice,  an  old  doting 
Croane. 

Mirabell,  the  Guardianefs's  Neice . 
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ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

j 


Enter  Sir  Perfidious  Old-craft,  an  old  Knight ,  and  Wit- 

ty~pate  his  Son . 

JF/wy.  IR,  I’m  no  Boy,  I’m  deep  in  one  and  twenty^ 

The  fecond  Year’s  approaching. 

Old  K.  A  fine  time 

For  a  Youth  to  live  by  his  Wits  then,  I  fhould  think," 

*  if  e’er  he  mean  to  make  Account  of  any. 

Witty.  Wits,  Sir? 

OldK.  Ay  Wits,  Sir;  if  it  be  fo  ftrange  to  thee; 

I’m  forry  I  fpent  that  time  to  get  a  Fool, 

I  might  have  imploy’d  my  Pains  a  great  deal  better  j 
Thou  know’#  all  that  I  have,  I  ha’  got  by  my  Wits, 

And  yet  to  fee  how  urgent  thou  art  too j 
It  grieves  me  thou  art  fo  degenerate 
To  trouble  me  for  Means,  I  never  offer’d  it 
My  Parents  from  a  School-boy,  paft  Nineteen  once." 

See  what  thefe  Times  are  grown  to,  before  Twenty 
I  rufh’d  into  the  World,  which  is  indeed 
Much  like  the  Art  of  fwimming,  he  that  will  attain  to’c 
Mufi  fall  Plump,  and  duck  himfelf  at  firfi, 

And  that  will  make  him  hardy  and  adventr’ous* 

And  not  fiand  putting  in  one  Foot,  and  fhiver, 

And  then  draw  t’other  after,  like  a  Quake-buttock ; 

Well  he  may  make  a  Padler  i’th’  World, 

From  Hand  to  Mouth,  but  never  a  brave  Swimmer, 

Born  tip  by  th*  Chin,  as  1  bore  up  my  fejf, 
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With  my  flrong  Induftry  that  never  fail’d  me; 

For  he  that  lies  born  up  with  Patrimonies, 

Looks  like  a  long  great  Afs  that  fwims  with  Bladders, 

Come  but  one  Prick  of  adverfe  Fortune  to  him 
He  finks,  becaufe  he  never  try’d  to  fwim, 

When  Wit  plays  with  the  Billows  that  choak’d  him. 

Witty.  Why  is  it  not  a  Fafhion  for  a  Father,  Sir, 

Oat  of  his  yearly  thoufands,  to  allow 

His  only  Son  a  competent  Brace  of  Hundreds; 

Or  fuch  a  Toy? 

Old  K  Yes,  if  he  mean  to  fpoil  him, 

Or  mar  his  Wits  he  may,  but  never  I, 

This  is  my  Humour,  Sir,  which  you’ll  find  conftant; 

1  love  Wit  fo  well,  becaufe  I  liv’d  by’r. 

That  I’ll  give  no  Man  power  out  of  my  Means  to  hurt  it. 

And  that’s  a  kind  of  Gratitude  to  my  Raifer, 

Which  great  ones  oft  forget  5  1  admire  much 
This  Age’s  Dulnefs :  when  1  fcarce  writ  Man* 

The  firft  Degree  that  e’er  I  took  in  thriving, 

1  lay  Intelligencer  clofc  for  wenching, 

Could  give  this  Lord  or  Knight  a  true  Certificate 
Of  all  the  Maiden-Heads  extanr,  how  many  lay 
’Mongft  Chamber-maids,  how  many  ’monglt  Exchange, 

Though  never  many  there  I  muft  confefs, 

They  have  a  Trick  to  utter  Ware  fo  faftj 
I  knew  which  Lady  had  a  Mind  to  fall, 

Which  Gentlewoman  new  divorc’d,  which  Tradefman  breaking^ 
The  Price  of  every  Sinner  to  a  Hair, 

And  where  to  raife  each  Pricey  which  were  the  Tearmers, 

That  would  give  Velvet  Petticoats,  Tiflue  Gowns, 

Which  Pieces,  Angels,  Suppers,  and  half  Crowns; 

1  knew  how  to  match,  and  make  my  Market. 

Could  give  Intelligence  where  the  Pox  lay  leidger, 

And  then  to  fee  the  Letchers  fliift  a  Point, 

’Twas  Sport  and  Profit  too*  how  they  would  lliun 
Their  ador’d  Miftrefs’s  Chambers,  and  rue  fearfully. 

Like  Rats  from  burning  Houfes;  fo  brought  I 
My  Clyents  the  Game  dill  fafe  together, 

And  noble  Gamefters  lov’d  me,  and  I  felt  it." 

Give  me  a  Man  that  lives  by  his  Wits,  fay  I, 

And’a  never  left  a  Groat,  there’s  the  true  Gallant.1 
When  1  grew  fomewhat  purfie,  1  grew  then 
In  Men’s  opinions  too,  and  confidences. 

They  put  things  call’d  Executorihips  upon  me. 

The  charge  of  Orphans,  little  fenfelefs  Creature?, 

Whom  in  their  Childhoods  l  bound  forth  to  Felt-makcr?, 
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To  make  ’em  lofe,  and  work  away»  their  Gentry, 

Difguife  their  tender  Natures  with  hard  Cuftonr, 

So  wrought  ’em  out  in  time,  there  I  rife  un gently, 

Nor  do  I  fear  to  difcourfe  this  unto  thee, 

I’m  arm’d  at  all  points  againft  Treachery  ,v 
I  hold  my  Honour  firm  \  if  I  can  fee  thee  thrive  by 
Thy  Wits  while  I  live,  I  ihall  have  the  more  courage 
To  truft  thee  with  my  Lands  when  I  dye,  if  not, 

The  next  belt  Wit  I  can  hear  of,  carries  ’em.* 

For  fince  in  my  time  and  knowledge,  fo  many  rich  Children 
Of  the  City  conclude  in  Beggary,  I’d  rather 
Make  a  wife  Stranger  my  Executor,  than  a  foolifh 
Son  my  Heir,  and  to  have  my  Lands  call’d  after  my 
Wit,  than  after  my  Name*,  and  that’s  my  Nature. 

Witty t  ’Tis  a  fttange  harfh  one,  mufti  ftill  fhift  then? 

1  come,  brave  Cheats,  once  to  my  Trade  again, 

And  I’ll  ply’c  harder  now  than  e’er  I  did  fort } 

You’ll  part  with  nothing  then,  Sir? 

Old  K.  Not  a  jot,  Sir. 

Witty.  If  I  fhouid  ask  you  Blefiing  e’er  I  go,  Sir, 

I  think  you  would  not  give’t  me 

Old  K.  Let  me  but  hear  theu  liv’ft  by  thy  Wits  once 
Thou  fhalt  have  any  thing,  thou’rc  none  of  mine  elfe, 

Then  why  fhouid  I  take  care  for  thee? 

Witty .  ’Thank  your  Bounty. 

Old  K.  So  Wealth  love  me,  and  long  Life,  I  befeech  it, 
As  I  do  love  the  Man  that  lives  by  his  Wits, 

He  comes  fo  near  my  Nature  j  I’m  grown  old  now. 

And  ev’n  arriv’d  at  my  laft  Cheat  I  fear  me, 

But  ’twill  make  fhift  to  bury  me,  by  day-light  too, 

And  difeharge  all  my  Legacies,  ’tis  fo  wealthy, 

And  never  trouble  any  Intereft  Mony : 

I’ve  yet  a  Neice  to  wed,  over  whofe  fteps 
I  have  plac’d  a  trufty  watchful  Guardianef?, 

For  fear  fome  poor  Earl  fteal  her,  ’thas  been  threat’nedj 
To  redeem  mortgag’d  Land,  but  he  {hall  mifs  on’c ; 

To  prevent  which,  I  have  fought  out  a  Match  for  her* 

Top  of  Fop-Hall,  he  writes  himfelf,  1  take  ir, 

The  ancienteft  top  in  England ,  with  whom  I’ve  privately 
Compounded  for  the  third  part  of  her  Portion, 

Enter  Sir  Gregory  Fop,  and  Cunningham 
And  fhe  feems  pleas’d,  fo  two  parts  reft  with  me. 

He’s  come;  Sir  Gregory^  welcome*,  what’s  he,  Sir? 

Sir  Greg.  Young  Cunningham ,  a  Norfolk  Gentleman, 

One  that  has  liv’d  upon  the  Fops,  my  Kindred, 

Ever  fince  my  Remembrance  j  he’s  a  Wit  indeed,  \ 
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And  we  all  ftrive  to  have  him,  nay  ’tis  certain^ 

Some  of  our  Name  has  gone  to  Law  for  him;  * 

Now  ’tis  my  turn  to  keep  him,  and  indeed 
He’s  plaguy  chargeable,  as  all  your  Wits  are, 

But  I  will  give  him  over  when  i  lift, 

I  ha’  us’d  Wits  fo  before. 

O/d  K.  I  hope  when  you’re  married,  Sir,  you’ll  ftiake  him  off. 

Sir  Greg.  What  do  you  take  me  to  be,  old  Father  i’  Law  that 
fhall  be,  do  you  think  I’ll  have  any  of  the  Wits  hang  upon  me  af¬ 
ter  I  am  married  once?  none  of  my  Kindred  ever  had  before  me; 
but  where’s  this  Neice?  is’c  a  Fafhion  in  London  to  marry  a  Wo¬ 
man,  and  never  fee  her? 

Old.  K.  Excufe  the  nicenefs,  Sir;  that  Care’s  your  Friend. 
Perhaps  had  fhe  been  feen,  you  had  never  feen  her; 

There’s  many  a  /pent  thing  call’d,  and't  pleafe your  Honour^ 

That  lies  in  wait  for  her,  at  fnft  fnap  fhe’s  a  Countefs, 

Drawn  with  fix  Mares  through  Fleetfireet ,  and  a  Coachman, 
Sitting  bare-headed  to  their  Flanders  Buttocks: 

This  whets  him  on. 

Sir  Greg.  Pray  let’s  clap  up  the  bufinefs,  Sir, 

1  long  to  fee  her,  are  you  fure  you  have  her; 

Is  fiie  not  there  already  ?  Hark,  hark,  oh  hark. 

Old  K.  How  now,  what’s  that,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Greg .  Every  Caroch  goes  by, 

Goes  ev’n  to  th’  Heart  of  me; 

Old  K.  I’ll  have  that  Doubt  eas’d,  Sir, 

Infiantly  eas’d,  Sir  Gregorys  and  now  I  think  on’t 
A  Toy  comes  i’  my  Mind,  teeing  your  Friend  there,’ 

We’il  have  a  little  fport,  give  you  but  way  to’t, 

And  put  a  trick  upon  her,  I  love  Wit  precioufly, 

You  fhall  not  be  feen  yet,  we’ll  ftale  your  Friend  firft, 

If’c  pleafe  but  him  to  ftand  for  the  Anti-mask. 

Sir  Greg.  Pub,  he  fhall  ftand  for  any  thing,  why  his  Supper 
Lies  i’  my  Breeches  here.  I’ll  make  him  faft  elfe. 

Old  K .  Then  come  you  forth  more  unexpectedly 
The  Mask  it  felf,  a  thoufand  a  Year  Joynture, 

The  Cloud,  your  Friend,  will  be  then  drawn  away, 

And  only  you  the  Beauty  of  the  Play. 

Sir  Greg.  For  Red  and  Black,  I’ll  put  down  all  your  Fullers, 

Let  but  your  Neice  bring  White,  and  we  have  three  Colours. 

[  Exit  Sir  Greg. 

Old  K.  I’m  given  to  underftand  you  are  a 'Wit9  Sir. 

Cun.  I’m  one  that  Fortune  fhews  fmall  favour  to,  Sir. 

Old  K,  Why  there  you  conclude  it,  whether  you  will  or  no,  Sir; 
To  tell  you  truth,  I’m  taken  with  a  Wit. 

Cm.  Fowlers  catch  Woodcocks  fo,  let  not  them  know  fo  much. 


.  Old  K. 
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Old  K.  A  Pefiilence  mazard,  a  Duke  Humphrey  Spark, 
Hard  ather  lofe  his  Dinner  than  hisjeft  j 
I  lay  I  love  a  Wit  the  beft  of  all  things. 

Cm.  Always  except  your  felf.  ^ 

Old  K.  Has  giv’n’t  me  twice  now, 

Enter  Ne'tce  and  Guardianefs. 

All  with  a  breath,  I  thank  him }  but  that  I  love  a  Win 
I  Ihouldbe  heartily  angry cuds,  my  Neice, 

You  know  the  bufinefs  with  her. 

Cun .  With  a  Woman? 

’Tis  ev’n  the  very  fame  it  was,  I'm  fure. 

Five  thoufand  Years  ago,  no  Fool  can  mifs  it. 

Old  K.  This  is  the  Gentleman  I  promis’d,  Neice, 

To  prefent  to  your  Affe&ion. 

Cun.  Ware  that  Arrow. 

'  Old  K.  Deliver  me  the  Truth  now  of  your  liking.1 
Cun.  I’m  fpoil’d  already,  that  Inch  poor  lean  Game 
Should  be  found  out  as  I  am. 

Old  K.  Go  fet  to  her,  Sir  — —ha,  ha,  ha. 

Cun.  How  noble  is  this  Virtue  in  you,  Lady? 

Your  Eye  may  feem  to  com  mit  a  thoufand  (laughters 
On  your  dull  Servants,  which  truly^  tafted 
Conclude  all  in  Comforts.  Old  K  Pu. 

Neice,  It  rather  Ihews  what  a  true  Worth  can  make, 
Such  as  yours  is. 

Old  K.  And  that’s  not  worth  a  Groat  j 
How  like  you  him,  Neice  > 

Neice.  It  (hall  appear'  how  well,  Sir, 

I  humbly  thank  you  for  him. 

OldK .  Ha,  ha,  good  Gullery,  he  does  it  well  i’faithr 
Light,  as  if  he  meant  to  purchafe  Lip- Land  there: 

Hold,  hold,  bear  off  I  fay,  Hid  your  Parc  hangs  too  long. 
Cun.  My  Joys  are  Mockeries. 

Neice.  You’ve  both  exprefs’d  a  worthy  care  and  love,  Sir 
Had  mine  own  Eye  been  fet  at  liberty, 

To  make  a  publick  choice  ('believe  my  Truth,  SirJ 
It  cou’d  not  ha’  done  better  for  my  Heart 


Than  your  good  Providence  has. 

Old  K.  You  will  fay  fo  then, 

Alas  fweet  Neice,  all  this  is  but  the  Scabbard^ 

Now  l  draw  forth  the  Weapon. 

Neice.  How?  Old  K.  Sir  Gregory  t 
Approach  thou  Lad  of  thoufand s. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg- -  Who  calls  me? 

Neice.  What  Motion’s  this3  the  Model  of  Ninivkl 
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Old  K.  Accoft  her  daintily  now,  let  me  advife  thee," 

Sir  Greg.  1  was  advis’d  to  beftow  dainty  Goft  on  you.' 

Neice.  You  were  ill  advis’d,  back,  and  take  better  counfel* 

You  may  have  good  for  a  Angel,  the  leaft  coft 
You  can  bellow  upon  a  Woman,  Sir, 

Trebles  ten  Councilors  Fees  in  Lady-ware, 

You’re  over  Head  and  Ears,  e’er  you  be  aware: 

Faith  keep  a  Batchelor  ft  ill,  and  go  to  Bowls,  Sir, 

Follow  your  Miftrefs  there,  and  prick  and  fave,  Sir > 

For  other  Mi  ft  re  lies  will  make  you  a  Slave,  Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  So,  fo,  I  have  my  lerrepoop  already. 

Old  K  Why  how  now,  Neice,  this  is  the  Man  I  tell  you,' 

Neice.  He,  hang  him,  Sir,  I  know  you  do  but  mock. 

This  is  the  Man  you  would  fay. 

Old  K .  The  Devil  rides,  I  think. 

Cun.  I  mu  ft  ufe  cunning  here. 

Old  K.  Make  me  not  mad,  ufe  him  with  all  refpett, 

This  is  the  Man  I  fwear.  i 

Neice.  Would  you  could  perfwade  me  to  that* 

Alas,  you  cannot  go  beyond  me,  Uncle, 

You  carry  a  Jc.ft  well,  1  mull  confefs, 

.  For  a  Man  of  your  Years,  but— — 

Old  K.  I’m  wrought  befide  my  felf. 

Cun.  I  never  beheld  Comlinefs  ’till  this  minuter 

Guard.  Oh  good  fweet  Sir,  pray  offer  not  thefe  words 
To  an  old  Gentlewoman. 

Neice.  Sir.  Cun.  Away  Fifteen, 

Here’s  Fifty  one  exceeds  thee. 

Neice.  What’s  the  buftnefs? 

Cm.  Give  me  thefe  motherly  Creatures,  come,  ne’er  fmother  ir,| 

1  know  you  area  teeming  Woman  yet. 

Guard .  Troth  a  young  Gentleman  might  do  much  I  think,  Sir. 

Cun .  Go  coo  then. 

Guard.  And  1  fhould  play  my  part,  or  I  were  ingraceful. 

Neice.  Can  you  fo  foon  neglett  rne  ! 

Cun.  Hcncc,  I’m  bufie. 

Old  K.  Thiscrofs  point  came  in  luckily  j  impudent  Baggage, 
Hang  from  the  Gentleman,  art  thou  not  afham’d 
To  be  a  Widow’s  hindrance?  Cun.  Are  you  angry.  Sir? 

1  Old  K.  You’re  welcome,  pray  court  on,  1  fhall  defire 
Your  honeft  wife  Acquaintance}  vex  me  not 
After  my  care  and  pains  to  find  a  Match  for  thee, 

Left  I  confine  thy  Life  to  fome  Out- chamber. 

Where  thou  fhalc  wafte  the  fweetnefs  of  thy  Youth, 

Like  a  confuming  Light  in  her  own  Socket, 

And  not  allow’d  a  Male- Creature  about  thee; 
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■A  very  Morifcy,  thy  neceffity  ,  ; 

Shall  prise  at  a  thoufand  Pound,  a  Chimnc-fvveeper 

At  fifteen  hundred.  *•■  .«•  ¥ 

Neice .  But  are  you  feriou?,  Uncle?  Old  K.  Serious,-  : ; - 
Neice.  Pray  let  me  look  upon  the  Gentleman  ;A .  ~  • 

With  more  heed *  then  I  did  but  hum  him  over  "1 

In  hafte,  good  faith,  as  Lawyers  Chancery  Sheets;  ? 

Befhrcw  my  Blood,  a  tolerable  Man, 

Now  I  diltin&ly  read  him.  Sir  Greg.  Hum,  hum,  hum.1 

A reice.  Say  he  be  black,  he’s  of  a  very  good  pitch,  \ 

Well  ankled,  two  good  confident  Calves,  they  look 
As  if  they  would  not  fhrink  at  the  ninth  Child* 

The  Rednefs  i’  th’  Face,  why  that’s  in  fafhion, 

Moll  of  your  high  Bloods  have  it,  fign  of  Great  nefs  marry * 

5Tis  to  be  taken  down  too  with  butter,  v 

I’ll  fend  to  my  Lady  Spend-tail  for  her  Medicine. 

Sir  Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  dum,  dum,  de  dum. 

Neice.  He’s  qualified  too,  believe  me. 

Sir  Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  de  dum,  dc  dum. 

Neice.  Where  was  my  Judgment  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Lum  te;  dum,  dum,  dum,  te  dum,  tc  dum.1 
Neice.  Pefe&ions  cover’d  mefs. 

1 Sir  Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  te  dum,  te  dum. 

Neice.  It  fmoaks  apparently :  Pardon,  fweet  Sir, 

The  error  of  my  Sex. 

Old  K .  Why,  well  Laid,  Neice; 

Upon  Submifiion  you  muft  pardon  her  now,  Sir.7 

Sir  Greg.  I’ll  do’t  by  courfe,  do  you  think  I’m  an  Afs,  Knight  ? 

Here’s  firit  my  Hand,  now’t  goes  to  the  Seal-Office. 

Old  K .  Formally  finilh’d,  how  goes  this  Suit  forward? 

Cun.  I’m  taking  meafure  of  the  Widow’s  Mind*  Sir. 

I  hope  to  fit  her  Heart. 

Guard.  Who  would  have  dreamt 
Of  a  young  Morfel  now?  things  come  in  Minutes. 

Sir  Greg.  Trull:  him  not,  Widow,  he’s  a  younger  Brother, 

He’ll  fwear  and  lie',  believe  me  he’s  worth  nothing. 

Guard.  He  brings  more  Content  to  a  Woman  with  that  nothing^ 

Than  he  that  brings  his  thoufands  without  any  thing* 

We  have  Precedents  for  that  amongft  great  Ladies. 

Old  K.  Come,  come,  no  Language  now  fhall  be  in  Fafirlon, 

But  your  Love-phrafe,  the  Bell  to  Procreation.  [_Exe< 

Enter  Sir  Ruinous  Gentry,  Wicty-pate,  and  Prifcian- 
Witty.  Pox,  there’s  nothing  puts  me  befide  my  Wit?,  but  this 
fourth,  this  Lft  illiterate  lhare,  there’s  no  Gonfciencc  in’e. 

Ruin.  Sir,  it  has  ever  been  fo,  where  I  have  practis’d,  and  mull 
be  ft  ill  where  I  am,  nor  has  it  been  umkferv’d  at  the  Year’s  end, 

B  and 
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and  fhuffle  the  Almanack  together,  Vacations  and  Term-times,  one 
with  anotheiS  tho’  1  fay’c,  my  Wife  is  a  Woman  of  a  good  Spi¬ 
rit,  then  it  is  no  lay-fharc. 

FriJ .  Faith  for  this  five  year.  Ego  potfum  probar  e,  I  have  had  a  hun¬ 
gry  renurious  fhare  with  ’em,  and  flic  has  had  as  much  as  I  always. 

Witty.  Prcfent  or  not  prefent? 

Frif  Reft  dsns  aut  non  r  eft  dens ,  per  fidem. 

Witty.  And  what  Piece dent's  this  for  me?  becaufe  your  Hie  & 
bac  Turpis ,  and  §fi't  mihi  difcipulus  Brains  (rhat  never  got  any  thing 
but  by  accidence  and  uncmaintyj  did  allow  it,  therefore  1  muft, 
that  have  grounded  Conclufions  of  Wit,  Hereditary  Rules  from  my 
Father  to  get  by  —  -  ' - 

Ruin,  Sir,  be  compendious  cither  take  or  refufe,  Iwill’bateno 
token  of  my  Wife’s  lhare,  make  even  the  laft  reckonings,  and  ei¬ 
ther  fo  unite,  or  here  divide  company. 

FriJ.  A  good  Refolution,  proficlo ,  let  every  Man  beg  his  own 
way,  and  happy  Man  be  his  dole. 

Witty.  Well,  here’s  your  double  fhare,  and  fingle  Brains,  PoJ  *- 
dipol ,  here’s  toward  Caftor  ecajlor  for  you,  I  will  endure  a  Fort¬ 
night  longer,  but  by  thefe  juft  five  ends — - - - 

Frif.  Take  heed,  fi  x’s  odd,  put  both  hands  together,  or  fcveral- 
ly,  they  are  all  odd  unjuft  ends. 

Witty.  Medius  filiusy  hold  your  Tongue,  I  depofe  you  from  half 
a  fhare  prefently,  1  will  make  you  a  Participle,  and  decline  you, 
now  you  under ftand  me,  be  you  a  quiet  Conjun&ien  amongft  the 
tmdeclined}  you  and  your  Latine  ends  fhall  go  fhi  ft.  Solus  cum  fe¬ 
lt),  together  clfe,  and  then  if  ever  they  get  ends  of  Gold  and  Silver, 
enough  to  ferve  that  Gerundine  Maw  of  yours,  that  without  Do 
will  end  in  Di  and  Duw  inftantly. 

Enter  Old  Knight  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Ruin.  Enough,  enough,  here  comes  Company,  we  lofe  five 
Shares  in  wrangling  about  one. 

Witty.  My  Father}  put  on  Prifcian ,  he  has  Latine  Fragments 
too,  but  I  fear  him  not,  i'll  cafe  my  Face  with  a  little  more  Hair, 
and  relieve. 

Old  K.  Tufh,  Nephew,  (I’ll  call  you  foj  for  if  there  be 
No  other  Obftacles  than  thofe  you  (peak  of, 

They  are  but  Powder-Charges  without  Pellets, 

You  may  fafely  front  ’em,  and  warrant  your  own  Danger. 

Sir  Greg.  No  other  that  I  can  perceive  i’ faith,  Sir,  for  I  pus 
her  to’t,  and  felt  her  as  far  as  1  could,  and  the  ftrongeft  Repulfe 
wa*,  fhefaid,  fhe  would  have  a  little  Soldier  in  me,  that3  .ifneed 
were,  fhould  defend  her  Reputation. 

Old  K.  And  furely,  Sir,  that  is  a  Principle 
Amongft  your  principal  Ladies,  they  require 
Valour,  either  in  a  Friend  or  a  Husband. 

Sir  Grsr. 


1m,  .  •-  •  •..  w«V.  •  ,  U  **«-'  T»  •  ;/ 

.  $Uf 

Wk  at  ft'veval  Weapon s.  j  i 

S it  Greg.  And  I  allow  their  Requeftsi* faith,  as  well  as  any  Wo¬ 
man’s  Heart  can  defire,  if  I  knew  where  to  get  Valour,  1  would 
as  willingly  entertain  it  as  any  Man  that  blows. 

Old  K.  Breaths,  breaths,  Sir,  that’s  the  Tweeter  Phrafe. 

Sir  Greg.  Blows  for  a  Soldier,  i’faith  Sir,  and  I’m  in  Practice 
that  way. 

Old  K.  For  a  Soldier,  I  grant  ir. 

Sir  Greg .  ’Slid,  l*il  fwallow  fome  Bi4ie:«,  and  good  round  ones 
too,  but  i’ll  have  a  little  Soldier  in  me. 

Ruin.  Will  you  on  and  beg,  or  flreal  *nd  be  hang’d? 

Sir  Greg.  And  feme  Scholar  flic  would  have  me  befides,  tufts, 
that  ftull  be  no  Bar,  Jtis  a  Quality  in  a  Gentleman,  but  of  the  knit 
Queftion. 

Prif  Salvefe  Domini  benignijjimi,  munificentijfmz. 

Old  K.  Salvete  diets  ad  nos  ?  jubeo  te  falvere. 

Nay,  Sir,  we  have  Latine ,  and  other  Metal  in  us  too; 

Sir,  you  {hall  fee  me  taifc  with  this  Fellow  now. 

Sir  Greg .  I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  talk  with  him  toea 
If  I  could  underftand  him. 

Prif.  Cbarijfimi,  DocliflUmique  Domini,  ex  abundantia 
Char  it  at  is  vefira  eftote  propiti't  in  me  jejunum 
Mifcrum.  pauper  cm,  &  omni  confolatione  exulem.  i 

Old  K.  A  pretty  Scholar  by  my  Faith,  Sir,  but  I’ll  to  him  agairS 

Sir  Greg .  Does  he  beg  or  Heal  in  this  Language,  can  you  tell 

Sir? 

He  may  take  away  my  good  Name  from  me,  and  I  ne’er  the  wifer? 

Old.  K  He  begs,  he  begs.  Sir.  - 

Prif  Rcce,  ecce,  in  ocuhs  lachrimarum  flumen,  in  ore 
Tames  fitifque  ignis  in  vultu ,  pudor  &  impudentia , 

Inomni parte  nscejjitas  &  indigent ia. 

Old  K.  Audi  tu  boms  foetus,  tu  es  Scholajlicus ,  fie  inteUigo , 

Ego  faciam  argumentum .  Mark  now,  Sir,  now  1  fetch  him  up. 

Sir  Greg .  I  have  been  fetcht  up  a  hundred  times  for  this, 

Yet  I  could  never  learn  half  fo  much. 

Old  K.  Audi  &  rej ponds,  hoc  e[i  Argumentum,  Nomen  eft 
Nomen,  ergo ,  quod  eft  tibi  Nomen  ?  Rejponde  nunc,  ~ 

Refponde  Argumentum  meum .  Have  I  not  put  him  to’c,  Sir? 

Sir  Greg .  Yes,  Sir,  I  think  to. 

Witty.  Seep  in,  the  Rafcal  is  put  out  of  his  penn’d  Speech, 

And  he  can  get  no  farther. 

Old  K.  Cur  non  refpondes  ? 

Prif.  Ob  Domine ,  tanta  men  eft  mfteria. 

Witty.  So,  he’s  almolt  in  again. 

Pnf.  Ut  nolie  rneeum  pemoftat  egeftus,  lute  qmt'tdie 
Paupertas  habitat. 

r  . . ;  -  Bi 
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Old  K  Sed  quod  eft  till  Nomen :  &  quis  dodit ?  Refponde. 
Argumentum- 

inf.  Hem,  hem. 

Witty.  He’s  dry,  he  hems,  on  quickly. 

Rum.  Courteous  Gentlemen,  if  the  Brow  of  a  military  Face 
may  not  be  offenfive  to  your  generous  Eye*balls,  let  his  Wounds, 
(peak  better  than  his  Words,  for  fome  Branch  or  fmall  Sprig  of 
Charity  to  be  planted  upon  this  poor  barren  Soil  of  a  Soldier. 

Old  K.  How  now,  what  Arms  and  Arts  both  go  a  begging  ? 

Rum.  Such  is  the  Pod-progrefs  of  cold  Charity  now  adays,  who 
(For  Heat  to  her  frigid  Limbs)  pafles  in  fo  fwift  a  Motion  that  two 
at  the  lead  had  need  be  to  day  her. 

Sir  Greg.  Sir,  let’s  reward  ’em  1  pray  you,  and  be  gone ;  if  any 
Quarrel  fliould  nrife  amongft  us,  I  am  able  to  anfwer  neither  of 
them}  his  Iron  and  Steel  Tongue  is  as  hard  as  the  t’other's  L*tinc 
one. 

Old  K.  Stay,  Flay,  Sir,  I  will  talk  a  little  with  him  let  me 
alone  wiih  both,  I  will  try  whether  they  live  by  their  Wits  or 
no*,  for  fuch  %  Man  1  love.  And  what?  You  both  beg  together 
ih  nr? 

Prft.  Conjunclis  profeflo,  Demine. 

Rum.  With  equal  Fortunes,  equal  Dillribution,  there’s  not  the 
Breadth  of  a  Sword’s  Point  uneven  in  our  Divifion. 

Sir  Greg.  What  two  Qualities  arc  here  cad  away  upon  two  poor 
Fellows,  if  a  Man  had  ’em  that  could  maintain  em?  What  a  dou¬ 
ble  Man  were  that,  if  thefe  two  Fellows  might  be  bought  and 
fqdden,  and  boil’d  to  a  Jelly,  and  eaten  fading  every  Morning,  I 
do  not  think  but  a  Man  fliould  And  flrange  thing  in  his  Stomach. 

Old  1C.  Come,  Sir,  join  your  Charity  with  mine,  and  we’ll  make 
up  a  couple  of  Pence  betwixt  us. 

Sir  Greg  If  a  Man  could  have  a  pennyworth  for  his  Penny,  I 
would  bcftow  more  Mony  with  ’em. 

W.t'ty.  Save  you  Gentlemen.  Hew  now?  What,  are  you  encoun¬ 
ter'd  here?  What  Fellows  aie  thefe? 

Old  K .  Faith,  Sir,  here’s  Mars  and  Mercury,  a  Pair  of  poor  Pla¬ 
nets  it  feems,  that  Jupiter  has  turn’d  out  to  live  by  their  Wits,, 
and  wc  are  e’en  about  a  little  Spark  of  Charity  to  kindle  ’em  a 
new  Fire. 

Witty.  Stay,  pray  you  day,  Sir,  you  may  abufe  your  Charity, 
ray,  make  that  Goodnefs  in  you  no  better  than  a  Vice}  fo  many 
■Deceivers  walk  in  thefe  Shadows  now-a-daysj  that  certainly  your 
Bounties  were  better  fpilt,  than-  referv’d  to  fo  lewd  and  vicious  U- 
fes}  v.  hich  is  he  that  proddes-  the  Soldier  ? 

Ru  n.  He  that  profefles  his  own  Proftflion,  Sir,  and  the  dange* 
reus  Life  he  hath  led  in  k,  this  Pair  of  half-fcore  Years, 

Witty?  In  what  Services  have  you  been,  Sir? 

Ruin 
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Ruin.  The  firll  that  fleflu  me  a  Soldier,  Sir,  was  that  great  Bat¬ 
tel  at  Alcazar  in  Barbary,  where  the  noble  Engltjb  Stukely  fell,  and 
where  that  Royal  Portugal  Sebajlian  ended  his  untimely  Days. 

Witty.  Are  you  fure  Sebajlian  dy’d  there^ 

Ruin.  Faith,  Sir,  there  was  fome  other  Rumour  hop’d  amongfi: 
us,  that  he,  wounded,  efcap’d,  and  touch’d  on  his  Native  Shore  a- 
gain,  where  finding  his  Country  at  home  more  diftrefs’d  by  the  fii- 
vafion  of  the  Spaniard ,  than  his  Lofs  abroad,  forfook  it,  fiill  fup- 
porting  a  mifcrable  and  unfortunate  Life,  which  (where  he  ended) 
is  yet  uncertain. 

Witty.  By  my  Faith,  Sir,  he  fpeaks  the  neareft  Fame  of  Truth 
in  this. 

Ruin.  Since,  Sir,  I  ferv’d  in  France^  the  Low -Countries.  Laftly, 
at  that  memorable  Skirmifh  at  Newport,  where  the  forward  and  bold 
Scot  there  fpenthis  Life  fo  freely,  that  from  every  fingle  Heart  that 
there  fell,  came  home  from  his  Refolution,  a  double  Honour  to 
his  Country. 

Witty .  This  fiiould  be  no  Counterfeit,  Sir. 

Old  K,  I  do  not  think  be  if,  Sir. 

Witty.  But,  Sir,  methinks  you  do  not  {hew  the  Marks  of  a  Sol¬ 
dier,  could  you  fo  freely  fcape,  that  you  brought  home  no  Scars 
to  be  your  Chronicle? 

Ruin.  Sir,  f  have  Wounds,  and  many  1  but  in  thofe  Parts  where 
N  ature  and  Humanity  bids  me  fiiame  to  publifh. 

Waty.  A  good  Soldier  cannot  want  thofe  Badges. 

Sir  Greg.  Now  am  not  I  of  your  Mind  in  that,  for  1  hold  him  the 
bed  Soldier  that  (capes  belli  always  at  a  Cock-fencing  1  give  him 
the  bell  that  ha»  the  fewelt  Knocks. 

Witty.  Nay,  I’ll  have  a  bout  with  your  Scholar,  too }  to  ask  you 
why  you.  fhould  be  poor,  yet  richly  ’  learn’d,  were  no  Quefiion, 
at- lead,  you  can  tufiiy  aitfwer  it  5  but  whether  you  have  Learning 
enough  to  deferve  to  be  poor  or  no  ffince  Poverty  is  commonly  the 
meed  of  Learning)  is  yet  to  he  try’d:  You  have  the  Languages*.  !, 
mean  the  chief,  as  the  Hebrew,  Syviach ,  Greek,  Latins, 

Prf  Alijitantuium,  rum  tot  ah  ter ,  Doming. 

Old  K.  S  he  Latins  1  have  luffici'ently  try'd  him  in. 

And  f-piornife  you,  Sir,  he  is  very  well  grounded. 

Witty  I  will  prove  him  in  fome  of  the  RelL 
Toia  mio'u.f aider  ois  -Jls  Cock^-fcombcy  ? 

prif.  Kay  you >pfqn  nigitton  oy  fouler oi  AJtnifoy » 

Witty.  Cheat eron  ton. biton} 

Pnf.  Jons  polhus  Jlr  kerous,  Angelo  to  /  eejh. 

Waiy.  Cen airily,  S  r,  a  very  excellent  Scholar  inthe  Greetl. 

Old  R  l  do  note  a  wondrous  Readincfs  in  him. 

Sir  Greg.  1  do  wender  how  the  Trojans  could  hold  GWlMen  Years 
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S;e??c,  ss  ’tis  reported,  againft  the  Greel-^s,  if  Achilles  fpoke  but  this 
Tongue?  1  do  not  think  but  he  might  have  fhaken  down  the  Walls 
in  a  fevenmghr,  and  ne’er  troubled  the  wooden  Horfe. 

Witty.  I  will  try  him  fo  far  as  I  can  in  the  Syriack. 

Kir  com  bragmen.  fl:ag  a  don  ma  del  rttathou . 

PriJ.  HnJhagath  rabgabrfb  ftnbos  omriadka. 

Watt).  Colpack  Rnbafca ,  gnawer  them  fhig  JJoag. 

Trij.  Nap'jhamothem  Ribjie  bongo wojh  lajbewecb  nagothi. 

Witty.  Gentlemen  l  have  done,  any  Man  that  can  go  farther, 

3  con  i  ds  my  fclf  at  a  Nonplus. 

Sir  Greg .  Faith  not  I,  Sir,  I  was  at  my  fartheft  in  my  natural 
Language,  1  was  never  double-tongu’d,  I  thank  my  hard  Fortune. 

Witty.  Well,  Gentlemen,  ’tis  pity,  fwalk  farther  off  a  little  my 
Friends,)  I  fay,  ‘tis  pity  fuch  Fellows  fo  endow’d,  fo  qualify’d  with 
the  Gifts  ©f  Nature  and  Arts,  yet  fhould  have  fuch  a  Scarcity  of 
Foitune’s  Benefits,  we  muft  blame  our  Iron-hearted  Age  for  it. 

OldK.  ’Tis  pity  indeed,  and  our  Pity  ftiall  fpeak  a  little  for  ’em* 
Come,  Sir,  here’s  my  Groat. 

Witty .  A  Groat,  Sir?  oh  fie,  give  nothing  rather,  ‘ewere  better 
you  rail’d  on  ’em  for  begging,  and  fo  quit  your  felf;  I  am  a  poor 
Gentleman,  that  have  but  little  hut  my  Wits  to  live  on. 

Old  K .  Troth,  and  I  love  you  the  better,  Sir. 

Witty.  Yet  I’ll  begin  a  better  Example  than  fo;  here  Fellows, 
there’s  between  you,  take  Purfe  and  all,  and  I  would  it  were  hea¬ 
vier  for  your  fake?,  there’s  a  Pair  of  Angels  to  guide  you  to  your 
Lodgings,  a  poor  Gentleman’s  good  Will. 

Prif  Qrttiasy  maxima s  grat; as ,  benignijffmie  Vomine. 

OldK.  This  is  an  ill  Example  for  us,  Sir,  1  would  this  bountiful 
Gentleman  had  not  come  this  way  to  Day. 

Sir  Grrg.  Pox,  we  muft  not  fhame  cur  felves  now*  Sir,  I’ll  give 
sb  much  as  that  Gentleman,  though  I  never  be  a  Soldier  or  Scho¬ 
lar  while  I  live;  heie  Friends,  there’s  a  Piece,  that  if  he  were  di¬ 
vided,  would  make  a  Pair  of  Angels  for  me  too,  in  the  Love  1  bear 
to  the  Sword  and  the  Tongues. 

Old  K.  My  Largefs  (hall  be  equal  too,  and  much  good  do  you; 
this  Bounty  is  a  little  Abatement  cf  my  Wit  though,  1  feel  that. 
Rum.  May  Soldiers  ever  defend  fuch  Charities. 

Trif.  And  Scholars  pray  for  their  Increale. 

OldK.  Fare  you  well,  Sir,  thefe  Fellows  may  pray  for  you, 
you  have  made  the  Scholars  Commons  exceed  to  day,  and  a  Word 
with  you,  Sir,  you  laid  you  liv’d  by  your  Wits,  if  you  ufe  this 
\  ounty,  you’ll  beggar  your  Wits,  believe  it. 

Witty.  Oh,  Sir,  I  hope  to  £ncreafe  ’em  by  it,  this  Seed  never 
wants  his  Harveft ;  fare  you  well,  Sir.  *  [Exit. 

Sir  Greg.  I  think  a  Man  were  as  good  meet  with  a  reafonable 
Thief*  as  an  unreafonable  Beggar  Come  times;  I  could  find  in  my 

Heart 
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Heart  to  beg  half  mine  back  again:  Gan  you  change  my  Pieces 
my  Friends  ? 

Pnf.  Tempora  tmtantur ,  &  ms  mutamur  in  illis. 

Sir  Greg.  My  Gold  is  turn’d  into  Latino 

Enter  Witty-pate. 

Witty.  Look  you  good  Fellows,  here’s  one  round  Shilling  more 
that  lay  conceal’d. 

Old  K,  Sir,  away,  we  (hall  be  drawn  farther  into  Damage  elfe. 

Sir  Greg.  A  Pox  of  the  Fool,  he  live  by  his  Wits  ?  If  his  Wits 
leave  him  any  Mony,  but  what  he  begs  or  deals  very  fhortly,  I’ll  be 
hang’d  for  him.  [Exeunt  the  two  Knights . 

Ruin.  This  Break  fad  Parcel  was  well  fetch’d  offi’faiib. 

Witty.  Tufh,  a  by-blow  for  Mirth,  we  mud  have  better  Purchafe, 
we  want  a  fourth  for  another  Project  that  I  have  ripened. 

Ruin.  My  Wife  die  (hares,  and  can  deferve  it. 

Witty.  She  can  change  her  Shape,  and  be  Mafculine. 

Ruin.  *Tis  one  of  the  freed  Conditions,  die  fears  not  the  crack 
of  a  Pidol,  die  dares  fay,  Stand,  to  a  Grazier. 

Prif.  Probatum  frit ,  profeUo  Domine 

Witty .  Good,  then  you  Sir  Bacchus ,  Apollo  diall  be  difpatch’d 
with  her  (hare,  and  fome  Contents  to  meet  us  to  Morrow,  at  8 
certain  Place  and  Time  appointed,  in  the  Mafculine  Gender  5  my 
Father  has  a  Nephew  and  I  an  own  Coufin  coming  up  from  ther 
Doiverfity,  whom  he  loves  mod  indulgently,  eafie  Mader  Credu¬ 
lous  Oldcraft ,  (for  you  know  what  your  meer  Academick  is)  your 
Carrier  never  miftes  his  Hour,  he  mud  net  be  robb’d,  becaufe  he 
has  but  little  to  lofe*  but  he  mud  join  with  us  in  a  Device  that  I 
have,  that  dial!  rob  my  Father  of  a  hundred  Pieces,  and  thank  me 
to  be  rid  on’f,  for  there’s  the  Ambition  of  my  Wit,  to  live  upon 
his  profed  Wit,  that  has  turn’d  me  out  to  live  by  nay  Wits. 

Prif.  Cum  hirunditiis  alts  tibi  regratulor. 

Witty.  A  Male  Habit,  a  Bag  of  an  hundred  Weight  though  it  be 
Counters,  for  my  Alchimy  fhull  turn  ’em  into  Gold  of  my  Father’s* 
the  Hour,  the  Place,  the  A&ion  (hall  beat  large  fet  down-,  and 
Father,  you  diall  know*  that  I  put  my  Portion  to  ufe,  that  you 
have  given  me  to  live  by ; 

And  to  confirm  your  felf  in  me  renate, 

I  hope  you’ll  find  my  Wit’s  legitimate  [Rkzmz,. 
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ACT  II  SCENE  L 

Enter  Ladj  and  Servants. 

Serv.  \T  AY  Lady.  . j 

IN  Lady.  Put  me  not  in  mind  on’t,  prithee, 

You  cannot  do  a  greater  wrong  to  Women, 

For  in  our  wants,  Tis  the  moft  chief  Affl&ion  .. 

To  have  that  Name  remembred •,  Tis  a  Title 

That  Mifery  mocks  us  by,  and  the  Word’s  Malice:  \ 

Scorn  and  Contempt  has  not  wherewith  to  work 
On  humble  callings*,  they  are  fafe,  and  lye 

Level  with  Pity  Sill ,  and  pale  Diftrefs  ,  , 

Is  no  great  Stranger  to  ’em*,  but  when  Fortune 
Looks  with  a  ftormy  Face  on  our  conditions, 

.We  find  Affliction  Work,  and  Eli  vy  Paftime, 

And  our  worfi  Enemy  than  that,  mod  abufes  us,  V 

Is  that  we  are  call’d  by,  Lady.  Oh  my  Spirit, 

Will  nothing  make  thee  humble?  1  am  well  methinks, 

And  can  live  quiet  with  my  Fate  fometimes. 

Untill  1  look  into  the  World  again, 

Then  I  begin  to  rave  at  my  Stars  bitternefs, 

To  fee  bow  many  Muckhills  plac’d  above  mej 
Peifants  and  Droyls,  Caroches  full  of  Dunghills, 

Whofe  very  Birth  ftinks  in  a  generous  Nodril, 

Gli firing  by  Night  like  Glow-worms  through  the  High  Street*, 
Hurried  by  Torch-light  in  the  Foot- mans  Hands, 

That  fiiew  like  running  Fire-drakes  through  the  City, 

And  I  put  to  my  Shifts  and  Wits  to  live, 

Nay  fometimes  Danger  too;  on  Foot,  on  Horfeback, 

And  earn  my  Supper  manfully  e’er  I  get  ir. 

Many  a  Meal  I  have  purchas’d  at  that  rate, 

Enter  Prifcian. 

Fed  with  a  Wound  upon  me,  ftampt  at  midnight. 

Ha,  what  are  you? 

Prif  Now  you  may  tell  your  felf,  Lady.  [Fulls  off's  Beard. 

Lady.  Oh  Mr.  Prifcian ,  what’s  the  Project? 

For  you  ne’er  come  without  one. 

Prif.  Firft,  your  Husband, 

Sir  Ruinous  Gentry,  greets  you  with  befi  wifhes. 

And  here  has  lent  you  your  full-  fhare  by  me 
In  five  Cheats  and  two  Robberies. 

Lady .  And  what  comes  it  to? 

■  Prif.  Near  upon  thirteen  Pound. 
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Lady .  A  goodly  {hare, 

’Twill  put  a  Lady  fcarcc  in  Philip  and  Cheyney, 

With  three  fmall i  Bugle  Laces,  like  a  Chamber-maid^ 

Here’s  precious  lifting.  ^ 

Prif.  ’Las  you  mull  confider,  Lady, 

*Tis  but  young  'Term,  Attornies  ha5  fmall  doings,  yet, 

Then  Highway  Lawyers,  they  mud  needs  ha’  little. 

We’ve  had  no  great  good  luck  to  fpeak  troth,  Beauty, 

Since  your  {tout  Ladyfhip  parted  frorn’s  at  Htghgate , 

But  there’s  a  fair  hope  now  for  a  prefent  hundred, 

Here’s  Man’s  Apparel,  your  Horfe  Hands  at  Door. 

Lady .  And  what’s  the  virtuous  Plot  now  ? 

Prif.  Marry  Lady, 

You,  like  a  brave  young  Gallant,  mult  be  robb’d. 

Lady.  I  robb’d? 

Prif  Nay  then - = — 

Lady.  Well,  go  on,  let’s  hear,  Sir. 

Prif.  Here’s  a  feai’d  Bag  of  a  Hundred,  which  indeed 
Are  Counters  ail,  only  fome  fixteen  Groats 
Of  white  Mony  i’th’  Mouth  on’t. 

Lady.  So,  what  Saddle  have  I? 

Prif  Monfieur  Laroon's  the  Frenchman's* 

Lady.  That  again? 

You  know  fo  well  it  is  not  for  my  ftride, 

How  oft  have  I  complain’d  on’t? 

Prif.  You  may  have  Jocky' s  then,  the  little  Scotch  one, 

You  mu  ft  difpatch.  [ Exit  Prif. 

Lady.  I’ll  foon  be  ready,  Sir, 

Before  you  ha’  fhifted  Saddles.  Many  Women 
Have  their  Wealth  flow  to  ’em,  1  was  made,  I  fee, 

To  help  my  Fortune,  not  my  Fortune  me.  [Exit. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

Cun.  My  ways  are  Goblin-led,  and  the  Night-Elf 
Still  draws  me  from  my  home,  yet  I  follow* 

Sure  ’tis  not  altogether  fabulous, 

Such  Haggs  do  get  Dominion  of  our  Tongues 
So  foon  as  we  fpeak,  the  Inchantment  binds* 

I  have  diflembled  fuch  a  trouble  on  me, 

As  my  beft  Wits  can  hardly  clear  again; 

Piping  through  this  old  Reed,  the  Guardianefs, 

With  purpofe  that  my  Harmony  fhall  reach 
And  pleafe  the  Lady’s  Ear,  {he  flops  below, 

And  ecchoes  back  ray  Love  unto  my  Lips, 

Perfwaded  by  moft  violent  Arguments 
Offelf-love  in  her  felfj  I  am  fo  felf-fool, 

To  doat  upon  her  hundred  wrinkled  Face* 
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I  could  beggar  her  to  accept  the  Gifts 
She  would  throw  upon  me  ;  ’twere  Charity, 

Hut  for  pity’s  fake  1  will  be  a  Niggard 
And  undo  her,  refufing  to  take  from  her* 

I’m  haunted  again,  if  it  cake  not  now 
I’ll  break  the  Spell. 

Enter  Guardtanefs. 

Guard.  Sweet  Cunningham,  welcome; 

What?  a  whole  day  abfent?  Birds  that  build  Nells 
Have  a  care  to  keep  ’em. 

Cun.  That’s  granted, 

Bur  not  continually  to  fit  upon  ’em} 

*Lefs  in  the  youngling  Seafon,  elfe  they  defire 
To  fly  abroad,  and  recreate  their  Labours, 

Then  they  return  with  frefher  Appetite 
To  work  again. 

Guard.  Well,  well,  you  have  built  a  Ned 
That  will  Hand  all  Storms,  you  need  not  miftrufl: 

A  weather*wiack,  and  one  day  it  may  he 
.  The  Youngling  feafon  too,  then  1  hope 
You’ll  ne'er  fly  out  of  fight. 

Cun.  There  will  be  pains 
I  fee  to  finake  this  bur  off;  and  fwceteft. 

Prithee  how  fares  thy  Charge?  has  my  good  Friend, 

Sir  Gregory  the  Countenance  of  a  Lover? 

Guard.  No  by  my  troth,  not  in  my  Mind,  met h inks 
(Setting  his  Worfhip  afide)  he  looks  like  a  Fool. 

Cun.  Nay  i’faith,  ne’er  divide  his  Worfliip  from  him  for  that 
Small  mattery  Fooi  and  Worfhip  are  no  fuch 
Srangers  now-a-days }  but  my  Meaning  is. 

Has  he  thy  Lady’s  Countenance  of  Love? 

Looks  file  like]  a  welcome  on  him?  plainly. 

Have  they  as  good  hope  of  one  another, 

As,  Cupid  blefs  uy  we  have  ? 

Guard .  Troth  I  know  not, 

1  can  perceive  no  forwardness  in  my  Charge^. 

Bat  I  protell  I  wifh  the  Knight  better. 

For  your  hike,  Bird. 

Cun.  Why  thanks  fw.cet  Bird,  and  with  my  Heart  I  wifh, 
That  he  had  as  %org  and  likely  hope  of  her, 

As  thou  haft  of  me. 

Qua  d  Well,  he’s  like  to  fpred 
Ne’er  the  worfe  for  tl  at  good  wifh;  and  1*11  tell  you, 

Bud,  (for  Secrets  are  not  to  be  kep:  betwixt  us  two) 

M V  Charge  thinks  wdl  of  you. 

Cun.  Of  meY  for  whafc? 
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Guard.  For.  my  fake,  I  mean  fo;  I  have  heard  her 
A  hundred  times,  fincc  her  Uncle  gave  her 
The  firft  bob  about  you,  that  {he’d  do  fomewhat 
For  my  fake,  if  things  went  well  together; 

We  have  fpoke  of  Doors  and  Bolts,  and  things,  and  thing 
Go  too,  i’ll  tell  you  all,  but  you’ll  find 
Some  Advancement,  for  my  fake,  I  do  believe*1 
Cun.  Faith  be  not  fparing,  tell  me. 

Guard.  By  my  Lady 

You  {hall  pardon  me  for  that,  ’twere  a  fhame 
If  Men  Ihould  hear  all  that  Women  fpeak  behind 
Their  Backs  fometimes. 

Cun.  You  mu  ft  give  me  leave  yeti 
At  leaft  to  give  her  thanks. 

Guard.  Nor  that  neither. 

She  muft  not  take  notice  of  my  blabbing. 

It  is  fufficient  you  {hail  give  me  thanks. 

For  his  for  my  fake  if  {lie  be  bountiful, 

She  loves  me,  and  loves  you  too  for  my  fake.’ 

Cun.  How  (hall  I,  knowing  this,  but  be  ingratc,' 

Not  to  repay  her  with  my  deareft  Duty. 

Guard.  I,  but  you  muft  not  know  it;  if  you  tell 
All  that  1  open  to  you,  you’ll  ftiame  us  both  ; 

Afar  off  you  may  kifs  your  Hand,  blulh  or  fo, 

But  Ml  allow  no  nearer  Conference. 

Cun.  Whoopi  you’ll  be  jealous  I  perceive  now^ 

Guard.  Jealous?  why  there’s  no  true  Love  without  it, 

I  muft  be  jealous  of  thee,  but  for  her, 

(Were  it  within  my  Duty  to  my  Mafter) 

I  durft  truft  her  with  the  ftrongeft  Tempter, 

And  I  dare  fwear  her  now  as  pure  a  Virgin 
As  e’er  was  welcom’d  to  a  Marriage  Bed  ; 

If  Thoughts  may  be  untainted,  hers  are  fo. 

Cun.  And  where’s  the  caufe  of  your  fear  then? 

Guard.  Well,  well; 

When  things  are  paft,  and  the  Wedding  Torches 
Lighted  at  Matches,  to  kindle  better  fire1. 

Then  I’ll  tell  you  more. 

Cun.  Gome,  come,  1  fee  farther; 

That  if  we  were  married,  you’d  be  jealous. 

Guard .  I  proteft  I  ihould  a  little,  but  not  of  her; 

It  is  the  married  Woman  (if  you  mark  it) 

And  not  the  Maid  that  longs,  the  Appetite 
Follows  the  firft  Tafte,  when  we  have  relilht 
We  with  cloying,  the  Tafte  once  pleas’d  before,' 

Then  our  defire  is  whetted  on  to  more. 
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But  I  reveal  too  much  to  you,  i’faith  Bird. 

Cun.  Not  a  whit,  i’faith,  Bird,  betwixt  you  and  I, 

1  am  beholding  for  bettering  of  my  knowledge. 

Guard.  Nay,  you  fhall  know  more  of  me,  if  you’ll  be  rul'd. 

But  make  not  things  common. 

Cun.  Ud’  fo,  your  Lady ! 

Guard.  I,  ’tis  no  matter,  fiie’11  like  well  of  this, 

Our  Familiarity  is  her  Content. 

Enter  Neice  and  Clown. 

Neice.  This  Prcfent  from  Sir  Gregory? 

Clown.  From  my  Mailer,  the  Worfhipful,  right  Sir  Gregory  Fop. 
Neice.  A  Ruff?  and  what  might  be  his  high  Conceit 

InCending  of  a  Ruff?  .  ;  . 

Clown.  I  think  he  had  two  Conceits  in  it  Forfooth,  too  high  too 
low,  Ruff  high,  becaufc  as  the  Ruff  does  embrace  your  Neck  all 
Day,  fo  does  he  defire  to  throw  his  Knightly  Arms. 

Neice.  But  then  I  leave  him  off  a-nights. 

Clown.  Why  then  he  is  Ruff  low,  a  Ruffian,  a  bold  adventurous 
Errand  to  do  any  rough  Service  for  his  Lady. 

Neice.  A  witty  and  unhappy  Conceit }  does  he  mean 
As  he  feems  to  fay  unto  that  Reverence?  [Toward  Cun. 

He  does  wooe  her  fure. 

Clown.  To  tell  you  truth,  Lady,  his  Conceit  was  far  better  than 
I  have  blaz’d  it  yet. 

Neice .  Do  you  think  fo,  Sir? 

Clown.  Nay,  1  know  it,  Forfooth,  for  it  was  two  days  e’er  he 
compafs’d  it,  to  find  a  fitting  Prefent  for  your  Ladyfhip,  he  was 
fending  once  a  very  fine  Puppy  to  you. 

Neice.  And  that  he  would  have  brought  himfelf. 

Clown.  So  he  would  indeed,  but  then  he  alter’d  his  Device, 
and  fent  this  Ruff,  requelling  withal,  that  whenfoever  it  is  foul, 
■you  (with  your  own  Hands)  would  bellow  the  ftarching  of  it. 

Neice.  Elfe  fhe  wooes  him,  now  his  Eyes  fhoot  this  way^ 

And  what  was  the  Reafon  for  that,  Sir?  [Toward  Cun. 

Clown.  There  lies  his  main  Conceit,  Lady  j  for  fays  he,  in  fo  do¬ 
ing  file  cannot  chufe  but  in  the  ftarching  to  clap  it  often  between 
her  Hands,  and  fo  fhe  gives  a  great  Liking  and  Applaufe  to  my 
Prefent  •,  whereas,  if  l  fiiould  fend  a  Puppy,  file  ever  calls  it  to  her 
with  hift,  hifs,  hifs,  which  is  a  fearful  difgracc,  he  drew  the  De¬ 
vice  from  a  Play  at  the  Bully  t’other  Day. 

Neice.  Ay  marry.  Sir,  this  was  a  rich  Conceit  indeed. 

€lown.  And  far  fetch’d,  therefore  good  for  you,  Lady. 

Guard.  How  now?  which  way  look  you,  Bird? 

Cun.  At  the  Fool,  Bird,  fhall  I  not  look  at  the  Fool  ? 

Guard.  At  the  Fool,  and  I  here?  what  need  that?  pray  look 
this  way. 
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Neice .  I’ll  fit  him  aptly,  either  I’ll  awake 
His  Wits  ('if  he  have  any  } )  or  force  him 
To  appear  (as  yet  I  cannot  think  him^ 

Without  any.  Sirrah,  tell  me  one  thing  tfhe 
That  I  {hall  ask  you  now  ;  Was  this  Device 
Your  Mailer’s  own.?  1  doubt  his  Wit  in  it 5 
He’s  not  fo  ingenious. 

Clown.  His  own,  I  afliire  you,  Madam. 

Neice,  Nay,  you  mult  not  lye. 

Clown.  Not  with  a  Lady  ?  I’d  rather  lye  with  you,  than  lye 
with  my  Mailer,  by  your  Leave,  in  fuch  a  Cafe  as  this. 

Guard.  Yet  again  your  Eye? 

Cun.  The  Fool  makes  Mirth  i’faith, 

I  would  hear  fome. 

Guard.  Come,  you  fiiall  hear  none  but  me. 

Neice.  Come  hither,  Friend,  hay,  come  nearer  me  j  did  thy 
Mailer  fend  thee  to  me?  He  may  be  wife,  but  did  not  fiiew  it 
much  in  that}  Men  fometimes  may  wrong  themfelves  unawares, 
when  they  leaft  think  on’t  5  was  Pulcan  ever  fo  unwife  to  fend  Mars 
to  be  his  Spokefman,  when  he  went  a  wooing?  Send  thee?  Hey-ho, 
a  pretty  rowling  Eye. 

Clown.  I  can  tuin  up  the  white  and  the  black  too,  and  need  be’ 
Forfooth. 

Neice.  Why,  here’s  an  amorous  Nofe. 

Clown .  You  fee  the  worft  of  my  Nofe,  Forfooth. 

Neice.  A  Check,  how  I  could  put  it  now  in  Dalliance;  a  pair  of 
Lips,  oh  that  we  were  uney’d,  1  could  fuck  Sugar  from  ’em}  what 
a  Beard’s  here?  When  will  the  Knight  thy  Mailer  have  fuch  a 
Stamp  of  Manhood  on  his  Face?  Nay,  do  not  blulh. 

Clown.  ’Tis  nothing  but  my  Flelh  and  Blood  that  rifes  fo. 

Cun.  ’Death,  file  courts  the  Fool. 

Guard.  Away,  away,  ’tis  Sport,  do  not  mind  it. 

Neice.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  come  be  familiar; 

Here’s  a  promifing  Palm}  what  a  foft 
Handful  of  Pleafure’s  here,  here’s  Down  compar’d 
With  Flocks  and  quilted  Straw,  thy  Knight’s  Fingers 
Are  lean  Mattrice  Rubbers  to  thefe  Feathers, 

I  prithee  let  me  lean  my  Cheek  upon’t. 

What  a  foft  Pillow’s  here? 

Clown.  Hum,  umh,  hu,  hum. 

Neice,  Why  there’s  a  Courage  in  that  lively  Paffion, 

Meature  thee  all  o’er,  there’s  not  a  Limb 
But  has  his  full  Proportion,  it  is  my  Voice, 

There’s  no  compare  betwixt  the  Knight  and  thee, 

The  goodlier  Man  behalf,  at  once  now 
I  fee  thee  all  over. 
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Clown,  tf  you  had  fccn  me  fwrfn  t’other  day  on  my  Bach,  you 
would  have  faid  you  had  fccn*,  there  was  two  Chambermaids  that 
faw  me,  and  my  Legs  by  chance  were  tangled  in  the  Flags,  and 
when  they  (aw  how  1  was  bang’d,  they  cry’d  out,  Oh  help  the 
Man  for  fear  he  be  drown’d, 

/Voice.  They  could  do  no  lefs  in  pity ;  come,  thine  Arm,  we’ll 
walk  together. 

Cun.  Blindncfs  of  Love  'and  Women,  why  fhc  doats  upon  the 
Fool. 

Guard.  What’s  that  to  you,  mind  her  not. 

Ci(n.  Away  you  Burr. 

Guard.  How’s  that? 

Cun.  Hang  off  Flefhhnok,  fallen  thine  itchy  clafpe 
On  fome  dry  Toad-ftool,  that  will  kindle  with  thee, 

And  burn  together. 

Guard.  Oh  abominable, 

Why  do  you  not  love  me? 

Cun.  No,  never  did  5 
1  took  thee  down  a  little  way 
To  enforce  a  Vomit  from  my  offended  Stomach, 

Now  thou’rt  up  again,  I  loath  thee  filthilyr 

Guard ■  Oh  Villain. 

Cun.  Why  doll  thou  not  fee  a  fight, 

Wru'd  make  a  Man  abjure  the  fight  of  Women.  . 

Neice.  h'a,  ha,  ha,  he’s  vext;  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Clown.  Ha,  ha,  ha 

Neice.  Why  dolt  thou  laugh? 

Clown*  Becaufc  thou  laugh’ll,  nothing  elfe  i’faith. 

Cun.  She  has  but  mo:kt  my  folly,  elfe  fhe  finds  not 
The  Bofom  of  my  purpofe,  fome  other  way, 

Mull  make  me  know  j  I’ll  try  her,  and  may  chance  quit 

The  fine  dexterity  of  her  Lady-wit.  -  [Exit. 

Neice.  Yes  in  troth,  I  laugh t  to  think  of  thy  Maffcer 
N  ow,  what  he  would  think  if  he  knew  this? 

Clown.  By  my  troth  I  laugh  at  him  too,  faith  Sirrah,  he’s  but  a 
Fool  to  fay  the  Truth,  though  I  fay’t  that  fhould  not  fay’t. 

Neice.  Yet,  thru  fhould’fl  lay  truth,  and  I  believe  thee; 

Well,  for  this  time  we’ll  parr,  you  perceive  fomething. 

Our  Tongues  betray  our  Hearts,  there’s  our  weaknefs/ 

But  pray  be  filent. 

Clown.  As  Moufe  in  Cheefe,  or  Goofe  in  Hay  i’faith. 

Neice.  Look,  we  are  cut  off,  there’s  my  Hand  where  my  Lips 
would  be.  J  t 

Clown.  I’ll  wink,  and  think  ’em  thy  Lips,  farewel.  \Exit. 

Neice.  Now  Guardianefs,  1  need  not  ask  where  you  have  hem' 

Guards  Oh  L«dy,  never  was  Woman  fo  abu>u 
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Enter  Clown.  ^ 

Clown .  Doft  thou  hear,  Lady,  Sweet-heart,  I  had  forgot  to  tell 
thee,  if  you  will,  1  will  come  back  in  the  Evening. 

Neice.  By  no  means}  come  not  ’till  1  feritS  for  you.  & 

Clown.  If  there  be  any  need,  you  may  think  of  things  when  lam 
gone,  I  may  be  convey’d  into  your  Chamber,  I*jl  lye  under  the 
Bed  while  Midnight,  or  fo,  or  you  fhall  put  me  up  in  one  of  your 
little  Boxes,  I  can  creep  in  at  a  fmali  hole. 

Neice.  Thefe  are  things  1  dare  not  venture,  1  charge  you  on  my 
Love,  never  come  ’till  I  fend  for  you. 

Clown .  Ferbum  infapienti ,  ’cis  enough  to  the  wife,  nor  I  think  it 
is  not  fit  the  Knight  lhould  know  any  thing  yet. 

Neice.  By  no  means,  pray  you  go  now,  we  are  fufpe&ed . 

Clown.  For  the  things  that  are  pall,  let  us  ufe  our  Secrets, 

Neice .  Now  I’ll  make  a  firm  cryal  of  your  Love, 

As  you  love  me,  not  a  word  more  at  this  time, 

Not  a  Syllable,  ’tis  the  Seal  of  Love,  take  heed. 

Clown.  Hum,  hum,  hum,  hum— - — » 

He  hums  loath  to  depart.  [ Exit  Clown. 

Neice.  So,  this  pleafanc  trouble’s  gone  \  now  Guardian*  fs. 

What,  your  Eyes  eafing  your  Hearc?  the  caufe,  Woman? 

Guard.  The  Caufe  is  fivlfe  Man,  Madam’,  oh  Lady, 

1  have  been  gull’d  in  a  fhming  Carbuncle, 

A  very  Glo-worm,  that  I  thought  had  fire  in’t, 

And  ’tis  as  cold  as  Ice. 

Neice .  And  jullly  ferv’d, 

Wouldlt  thou  once  think  that  fuch  an  early  Spring 
Would  dote  upon  thy  Autumn? 

Guard.  Oh,  had  you  heard  him  but  proteft. 

Neice.  1  would  not  have  believ’d  him. 

Thcu  might’ll;  have  perceiv’d  how  1  mock’d  thy  Folly* 

In  wanton  Imitation  with  the  Fool. 


Go  weep  the  S;n  of  thy  Greeulity, 

Not  of  thy  Lois,  for  it  was  never  thine. 

And  it  is  gain  to  mifs  if}  wert  thou  fo  dull? 

Nay,  yet  thou’rt  fltipid  and  uneatable. 

Why,  thru -were  but  the  Bait  to  fifti-with,  not 
The  Prey,  the  ft  ale  to  citch  another  Bird  with. 

Guard.  Ind  ed  he  call’d  me  Bird. 

Neice.  Yet  thou  percciv’ft  not, 

It  is  your  Neice  he  love?}  wouldft  thou  be  made 
A  ftalking  jade?  ’tis  fhc,  examine  it. 
pit  hurry  all  awry,  and  tread  my  Path 
Over  unbeaten  G-ounds,  go  level  to  the.  Mark, 
Not  by  circui  t  b .>uts,  rare  things  are  pdeaflog. 
And  rave’s  but  ru'd  uxj  in  tns  fimpic  ijeniw. 
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But  has  her  Emphafis  with  Eminence.  [Exit* 

Guard.  My^Neicc?  Ihe  the  Rival  of  my  abufe? 

My  Flefli  and* Blood  wrong  me?  I’ll  Aunt  her  fcr’t} 

Enter  Mirabel 

Oh  Opportunity,  thou  bldlelt  me. 

Now  Gentlewoman,  are  you  parted  fo  foon? 

Where’s  your  Friend,  I  pray?  your  Cunningham! 

Mir .  What  fay  you,  Aunt? 

Guard.  Come,  come,  your  Cunningham} 

I  am  not  blind  with  Age,  yet,  nor  deaf. 

Mir.  Dumb  I  am  lure  you  are  not}  what  ail  you,  Aunt? 

Are  not  you  well? 

Guard.  No,  nor  fick,  nor  mad,  nor  in  my  wits,  nor  lleeping,  nor 
waking,  nor  nothing,  nor  any  things  I  know  not  what  l  am,  nor 
what  l  am  nor. 

Mir.  Mercy  cover  us,  what  do  you  mean,  Aunt? 

Guard.  1  mean  to  be  reveng’d. 

Mir.  On  whom? 

Guard.  On  thee  Baggage. 

Mir.  Revenge  fhould  follow  Injury, 

Which  never  reach’d  fo  far  as  Thought  in  me 
Towards  you,  Aunr. 

Guard.  Your  cunning,  Minion, 

Nor  your  Cunningham }  can  either  blind  me. 

The  gentle  Beggar  loves  you.  Mir.  Befeech  you, 

JLet  me  Hay  your  Error,  I  begin  to  hear, 

And  lhake  off  my  Amazement }  if  you  think 
That  ever  any  PTI age  treating  Love 
Hath  been  betwixt  us  yet  commenc’d,  any 
Silent  Eye-Glance  that  might  but  fparkle  Fire, 

So  much  as  Brother  and  Siller  might  meet  with, 

The  Lip-fa  lute,  fo  much  as  Strangers  might 
Take  a  F.arewel  with,  the  commixed  Hands, 

Nay,  but  the  leaft  Thought  of  the  leall  of  thefe; 

In  troth  you  wrong  your  Bofome,  by  that  Truth 
Which  I  think  yet  you  durft  be  Bail  for  in  me, 

If  it  were  offer’d  yej  l  am  as  free 

As  all  this  Protellation.  Guard.  May  I  believe  this? 

Mir.  If  ever  you’ll  believe  Truth-  Why,  I  thought  he  had  fpoke 
Love  to  you,  and  ifhis  Heart  prompted  his  Tongue,  fure  I  did  hear 
fo  much. 

Guard.  Oh  falfeli  Man,  Ixion’s  Plague  fell  on  me, 

Never  by  Woman,  fuch  a  Mafculine  Cloud, 

So  airy  and  fo  iubtile  was  embrac’d. 

Mir.  By  no  caufe  in  me,  by  my  Life,  dear  Aunt. 

Guard.  1  believe  you,  then  help  in  my  Revenge, 
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And  you  Hull  da’c,  or  lofe  my  Love  for  ever, 

I'll  have  him  quitted  at  his  equal  Weapon; 

Thou  ait  young,  fellow  him,  bait  his  Defircs 
With  all  the  Engines  of  a  Woman’s  Wit,"" 

Stretch  Modefty  even  to  the  higheft  Pitch  ; 

He  cannot  freeze  at  fuch  a  flaming  Beauty ; 

And  when  thou  haft  him  by  th’  amorous  Gills, 

Think  oil  my  Vengeance,  choak  up  his  Dsfires, 

Then  let  his  Banquetings  be  Tantalifine. 

Lee  thy  Difdain  ipurn  the  Diflembler  out; 

Oh  I  fliould  climb  my  Stars,  and  fit  above, 

To  fee  him  burn  to  Afhes  in  his  Love. 

Mir.  This  will  be  a  ftrange  Tafte,  Aunt,  and  an 
Unwilling  Labour,  yet  in  your  Injundtion 
1  am  a  Servant  to’c.  Guard .  Thou’lt  undertake^? 

Mir.  Yes,  let  the  Succefs  commend  it  felf  hereafter.' 

Guard.  Effc£t  it  Girl,  my  Subftance  is  thy  Store. 

Nothing  but  want  of  Will  makes  Woman  poor. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory,  and  Clown. 

Sir  Greg.  Why  Pompey,  thou  art  not  ftark  mad,  art  thou? 

Wilt  thou  not  tell  me  how  my  Lady  does  ? 

Clown.  Your  Lady? 

Sir  Greg.  Did  fhe  receive  the  thing  that  I  fent  her  kindly,  or  no.* 

Clown.  The  thing  that  you  fent  her,  Knight,  by  the  thing 
that  you  fent,  was  for  the  thing’s  fake  that  was  fent  to  carry  the  thing 
that  you  fent,  very  kindly  receiv’d;  firft  there  is  your  Indenture, 
now  go  feek  you  a  Servant;  Secondly,  you  are  a  Knight;  thirdly 
and  laftly,  I  am  mine  own  Man;  and  fourthly,  fare  ydti  well. 

Sir  Greg.  Why  Pompeyl  Pretlsee  let  me  fpeak  with  thee, 

I’ll  lay  my  Life  fome  Hare  has  croft  him. 

Clown  Knight,  if  you  be  a  Knight,  fo  keep  you;  as  for  the  La¬ 
dy,  who  fhall  fay  that  {he  is  not  a  fair  Lady,  a  fvveet  Lady,  an  ho- 
neft  and  a  virtuous  Lady,  I  will  fay  he  is  a  bafe  Fellow,  a  blab  of 
his  Tongue,  and  I  will  make  him  eat  thefc  Fingers  Ends. 

Sir  Greg.  Why,  here’s  no  Body  fays  fo,  Powpey. 

Clown.  Whatfoever  things  have  paft  between  the  Lady  and  the 
other  Party,  whom  I  will  not  name  at  this  time,  I  fay  fhe  is  vir¬ 
tuous  and  honelt,  and  I  will  maintain  ir,  as  long  as  I  can  maintain 
my  felf  with  Bread  and  Water. 

Sir  Greg.  Why  1  know  no  Body  thinks  other  wife. 

Clown.  Any  Man  that  does  but  think  it  in  my  hearing,  I  will  make 
him  think  on*c  while  he  has  a  Thought  in  his  Bofom*  fhall  we  fay 
that  Kindnefles  from  Ladies  are  common?  Or  that  Favours  and  Pra- 
teftations  are  things  of  no  Moment  betwixt  Parties  and  Parties?  I 
fay  ftill,  whatfoever  has  been  betwixt  the  Lady  and  the  Party,  which 


±6  '  Wit  at  federal  Weapons7. 

1  will  not  name*  that  fhe  ishonert,  and  fhall  be  honefl,  whatfoever 
fhe  docs  by  Day  or  by  Night,  by  Light  or  by  Darknefs,  with  cut 
and  long  Tail. 

Sir  Greg.  Why,  I  lay  flic  is  honefl. 

Clowu .  Is  {he  honefl?  In  what  Senfe  do  you  fay  fhe  is  honefl, 

Knight? 

Sir  Greg .  If  I  could  not  find  in  my  Heart  to  throw  my  Dagger 
at  thy  Head,  Hilts  and  all,  Pm  an  Afs,  and  no  Gentleman. 

Clown.  Throw  your  Dagger  at  me!  Do  not  Knight,  1  give  you 
fair  Warning,  ’tis  but  call  away  if  you  do,  for  you  fhall  have  no  o- 
thcr  Words  of  me*,  the  Lady  is  an  honefl  Lady,  whatfoever  Re¬ 
ports  may  go  of  Sports  and  Toys,  and  Thoughts  and  Words,  and 
Dced^,  betwixt  her  and  the  Party  which  1  will  not  name*  this  I 
give  you  to  underfland,  That  another  Man  may  have  as  good  an 
Kye,  as  amorous  a  Nofr,  as  fair  a  flampt  Beard,  and  be  as  proper 
a  Man  as  a  Knight,  (l  name  no  parties)  a  Servingman  may  be  as 
_good  as  a  Sir,  a  Pompey  as  a  Gregory ,  a  Doodle  as  a  Fop  j  fo  Servingman 
'Pompey  Doodle  maybe  iefptdled  as  well  with  Ladies,  (though  1  name 
no  Parties ^  as  Sir  Gregory  Fop\  fo  farewel.  [Exit, 

Sir  Greg.  If  the  Fellow  be  not  out  of  his  Wits,  then  will  I  never 
have  any  more  Wit  while  I  live  *  either  the  Sight  of  the  Lady  has 
garter’d  him,  or  elfe  he’s  drunk,  or  elfe  he  walks  in  his  Sleep,  on 
elfe’s  a  Fool,  or  a  Knave,  or  both,  one  of  the  three  I’m  fure  5ii$; 
yet  now  I  think  on’c  fhe  has  not  us’d  me  fo  kindly  as  her  Uncle 
promis’d  me  fhe  fhould;  but  that’s  all  one,  he  fays  1  fhall  have  her, 
and  I  dare  take  his.  Word  for  the  bert  Worfe  I  have,  and  that’s  a 
weightier  thing  than  a  Lady,  I’m  fure  on*t.  [Exit, 

Ewer  Lady  Ruinous  (as  a  Man )  Witty-Pate,  Sir  Ruinous  Prsfcian, 
and  Majler  Credulous,  binding  and  robbing  her ,  and  in  Scarfs. 

Credulous  finds  the  Bag. 

L.  Ruin.  Nay,  I  am  your  own,  ’tis  in  your  Pleafure 
How  you’ll  deal  with  me*  yet  I  would  intrear, 

You  will  not  make  that  which  is  bad  enough, 

Worle  than  it  need  be,  by  a  fccond  III, 

When  it  can  render  you  no  fecond  Profit; 

If  it  be  Coin  you  feek,  you  have  your  Prey, 

All  my  Store  I  vow,  (and  it  weighs  a  hundred,) 

My  Life,  or  any  Hurt  you  give  my  Body, 

Can  in  rich  you  no  more.  Witty.  You  may  purfue, 

L.  Ruin.  As  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  never  will. 

Witty.  Only  we’ll  bind  you  to  quiet  Behaviour 
’Till  jou  call  out  for  Bail,  and  on  th’other 
Side  of  the  Hedge  leave  you ;  but  keep  the  Peace 
’  Pill  we  be  out  of  hearing,  for  by  that  • ' 

We  {hart  be  out  of  Danger  \  if  we  come  back 
Wc  come  with  a  Mifchief.  L.  Ruin.  You  need  not  fear  rr.ef 
Ii'f.  Come,  we'U  beftotv  you  then.  [£*«.  Ruin.  Pnf.  and  Lady 

■  Witty 
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Witty.  Why  law  you,  Sir,  is  not  this  a  fwifter'  Revenue  than 
frobas ,  ergoy  &  igitur's  can  brine -in?  Why  is  not  this  one  of  your 
Syllogifmes  in  Barbara ?  Omnc  utile  eft  boneflum. 

Cred.  Well,  Sir,  a  little  more  of  this  Acquaintance 
Will  make  me  know  you  fully,  1  proreft 
You  have  (at  fii  ft  fight)  made  mcconfcious 
Offuch  a  Deed  my  Dreams  ne’er  prompted,  yet 
I  could  aJmoft  have  wifli’d  rather  ye’ad  robb’d  me 
Of  my  Cloak,  (or  my  Purfe,  ’cis  a  Scholar’s) 

Than  to  have  made  me  a  Robber. 

I  had  rather  have  anfwer’d  three  difficult  Queftions, 

Than  this  one,  as  eafie  as  yet  it  feems. 

Witty.  Tufli,  you  {hall  never  come  to  farther  anfwer  for’t  j 
Can  you  confefs  your  penurious  Uncle, 

In  his  full  Face  of  Love,  to  be  fo  find 
A  Niggard  to  your  Commons,  that  you  are  fain 
To  fize  your  Belly  out  with  Shoulder  Fees? 

With  Rumps  and  Kidnies,  and  Cues  of  .Angle  Beer, 

And  yet  make  Day  my  to  feed  more  daintily, 

At  this  eafierRate/  Fie  Matter  Credulous , 

I  blufti  for  you.  Cred.  This  is  a  Truth  undeniable.' 

Witty.  Why  go  to  then,  I  hope  I  know  your  Uncle, 

How  does  he  u(e  his  Son,  nearer  than  you? 

Cred.  Faith,  like  his  Jade,  upon  the  bare  Commons* 

Turn’d  out  to  pick  his  living  as  he  can  get  it * 

He  would  have  been  glad  to  have  {har’d  in  fuch 
A  Purchafe,  and  thank’d  his  good  Fortune  too. 

Enter  Ruinous  and  Prifcian." 

But  mum  no  more— —is  all  fafe,  Bullies? 

Ruin.  Secure,  the  Gentleman  thinks  himfelfmott happy  in  his  Lofs, 
With  his  fafe  Life  and  Limbs,  and  redoubles 
Mis  firft  Vow,  as  he  is  a  Gentleman, 

Never  to  purfue  us.  Wit.  Well  away  then, 

Difpei  fe  you  with  Matter  Credulous ,  who  ftill 

Shall  bear  the  Purchafe,  Prijcian  and  1 

Will  take  fome  other  Courfe:  You  know  our  Meeting 

At  the  three  Cups  in  St.  Giles's ,  with  this  Provifb , 

(For  ’cis  a  Law  with  us)  that  nothing  be  open’d 
’Till  all  be  perfent,  the  Lofer  fays  a  hundred, 

And  it  can  weigh  no  lefs.  ** 

Ruin.  Come,  Sir,  we’ll  be  your  Guide. 

Cred.  My  Honefty,  which  ’till  now  was  never  forfeited, 

All  (hall  be  clofe  ’till  our  Meeting.  \_Exe,  Cred.  and  Ruinj 

Witty .  Tufh,  I  believe’t, 

And  then  all  {hall  outj  where’s  the  Thief  that’s  robb’d? 
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'Enter  Lady  Ruinous. 

X.  Ruin.  Here,  Matter  Oldcraft ,  all  follows  now.'  ‘  h 

IVitty.  ’Tvvas  neatly  done,  Wench,  now  to  turn  that. 

Bag  of  Counterfeits  to  current  Pieces,  &  attum  eft. 

X.  Ruin.  You  are  the  Chymift ,  we’ll  blow  the  Fire  (lill; 

If  you  carr  mingle  the  Ingredient". 

Witty.  I  will  not  mifs  a  Caufe,  a  Quantity," a  Dram* 

You  know  the  Place.  Prif.  1  have  told  her  that,  Sir. 

Witty.  Good,  turn  Rttmm  to  be  a  Conftable,  I’m  fure 
We  want  nor  Beards  of  all  lores,  from  the 
Worihipful  Magiftratc  to  the  under  Watchman; 

Becaufewe  mult  have  no  Dagger  of  Life, 

But  a  cleanly  Cheat,  attach  Credulous ,  [[  v  ' 

The  Caufc  is  plain, 4 the  Theft  found  about  him.;, 

Then  fall  1  in  his  own  Coufin’s  Shape  [ 

By  mecr  Accident,  where  finding  him  diflreft, 

I  with  fome  Difficulty  rr.u-t  fetch  him  off, 

With  Promile  that  his  Uncle  fh. ill  ihut  up  all 
With  double  Roftitution:  Matter  Conftable,  Ruinous 
His  Mouth  lhall  be  ttopt;  you  Miftrefs  rob-thief,  f 

Shall  have  your  (hare  of  what  we  can  gull  my  Father  of;: 

Is’t  pi  ain  enough  ? 

L.  Ruin .  As  plain  a  Cozenage  as  can  be,  faith.  * 

Witty.  Father,  I  come  again,  and  again,  when  this 
Is  palt  too,  Father,  one  will  beget  another ; 

I’d  be  loath  to  leave  your  Pofterity  barren; 

You  were  beft  come  to  Coropofinon,  Fathers 
Two  hundred  P  eces  yearly  allow  me  yer, 

It  will  be  the  cheaper,  Father,  than  my  Wit, 

For  1  will  cheat  none  but  you,  dear  Father. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Old  Knight  And  Sir  Gregory. 

Old  K.  \\T  H  Y  now  you  take  the  Couife,  Sir  Gregory  Fom 
VV  I  could  inforce  her,  and  1  lift;  but  Love 
That’s  gently  won,  is  a  Man’s  own  for  ever; 

Have  you  prepar’d  good  Mufick? 

Sir  Greg.  As  fine  a  Noife,  Uncle,  as  Heart  can  wifh. 

Old  K.  Why  that’s  done  like  a  Suitor, 

They  mutt  be  woo’d  a  hundred  fevcral  Ways, 

Before  you  obtain  the  right  way  in  a  Woman, 

Tis  aa  odd  Creature,  full  of  Creeks  and  Windings, 
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The  Serpent  has  not  more  5  for  fh’as  all  his. 

And  then  her  own  befide  came  in  by  her  Mother. 

Sir  Greg.  A  fearful  Portion  for  a  Man  to  venture  on. 

Old  K.  But  the  way  found  once  by  the  .Wits  of  Men, 

There  is  no  Creature  lyes  fo  tame  again. 

Sir  Greg .  1  promife  you,  not  a  Houfe-Rabbir,  Sir. 

Old  K  No  fucker  on  them  all.  Sir  Greg.  What  a  thing’s  that 
They’re  pretty  Fools  1  warrant,  when  they’re  tame, 

As  a  Man  can  lay  his  Lips  to.  / 

Old  K.  How  were  you  bred  ,  Sir  ? 

Did  vou  never  make  a  Fool  of  a  Tenant’s  Daughter? 

Sir  Greg-  Never  i’faith,  they  ha’  made  fome  Fools  for  me. 

And  brought  ’em  many  a  time  under  their  Aprons. 

OldK  They  could  not  (hew  you  the  way  plainlier,  I  think, 
Tn  tnoke  a  Fool  again.  Sir  Greg.  There’s  Fools  enough,  Sir, 
eft  they  were  wifer.  OldK.  This  is  wondrous  rare. 

Come  vou  to  London  with  a  Maiden-head,  Knight? 

A  Gentleman  of  your  Rank  ride  with  a  Cloak-bag?  ‘  x  , 
Never  an  Hoftefs  by  the  way  to  leave  it  with  ? 

Nor  Tapfter’s  Siller?  Nor  Head  Ollier’s  Wife ?' 

What,  no  Body? 

Sir  Greg.  Well  mock’d,  old  Wit-monger,  ^ 

1  keeD  it  for  your  Neice. 

OldK.  Do  not  fay  fo  for  lham^  lhe’ll  laugh  at  theej 
A  Wife  ne’er  looks  for’t  *tis  a  Batchelor's  Penny, 

He  may  give’t  to  a  Beggar-wench,  i’th’  Progrefs  time. 

And  ne’er  be  call’d  to  account  for’t. 

Sir  Grez.  Would  1  had  known  fo  much, 

I  could  ha’  ftopt  a  Beggar’s  Mouth  by  th’  way 

Enter  Ptfgo  nnd  Ftdler  s  Boy. 

fru,.  u  on  me,  ’caufe  I’d  give  her  nothing - - - - 

What,  are  they  come?  Tag*.  And  plac’d  direftly,  Sir, 
tinder  her  Window. 

Sir  Greg.  W  h  at  may  1  call  you.  Gentleman  ? 

Boy  A  poor  Servant  to  the  Viol,  1  m  the  Voice,  Sn. 

Si l Grez.  In  good  time.  Matter  Vote*. 

Boy  Indeed  good  time  does  get  the  Mattery, 
llhreg.  What  Countryman,  Matter  Votce. 

Boy  Sir,  born  at  Ely,  we  all  fee  up  in  A/a, 

«  if  our  Houfe  commonly  breaks  in  Rutlandflotrt, 
sir  Greg.  A  flirewd  Place  by  my  Faith,  it  may  well 
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Fain  would  I  wake  you.  Sweet,  but  fear 
l f mild  invite  you  to  worje  Cheery 
In  your  Dreams  you  cannot  fare 
Meaner  than  Mufik\  no  compare  \ 

None  of  your  Slumbers  arc  compil'd 
ZJnder  the  Plea  fare  makes  a  Child  } 

Tour  Day- delights,  fo  well  compact, 

That  what  you  think ,  turns  all  to  att: 

I'd  wifi  my  Life  no  better  Flay , 

Jour  Dream  by  Nighty  your  Thought  by  Day. 
Wake  gently ,  wake , 

Part  f oft ly  from  your  Dreams', 

The  Morning  fies 


To  your  fair  Eyes , 

To  take  her  fpecial  Beams. 


Sir  Greg.  I  hear  her  up*  here  Mailer  Voice  y 
Pay  you  the  Inftiuments,  fave  what  you  can, 

Enter  Neice  above . 

To  keep  you  when  you’re  crackt.  {Exit  Boy. 

Neice.  Who  fhould  this  be. 

That  I’m  fo  much  beholding  to,  for  fweetnefs? 

Pray  Heav’n  it  happens  right.  Sir  Greg.  Good  morrow,  MiUrels. 
Neice.  An  ill  Day  and  a  ihoufand  come  upon  thee. 

Sir  Greg.  ’Light,  that’s  fix  hundred  more  than  any  Almanack  has. 
Neice  Comes  it  from  thee?  it  is  the  mangied  Mufick 
That  ever  Woman  heard.  Sir  Greg.  Nay,  fay  not  fo,  Lady, 
There’s  not  an  itch  about  ’em.  Neice.  I  could  curfe 
My  attentive  Powers,  for  giving  entrance  to’t  j 
There  is  no  boldnefs  like  the  Impudence 
That’s  Iockt  in  a  Fool’s  Blood  $  how  durd  you  do  this? 

In  Confcience  I  abus’d  you  as  lufficiently 
As  Woman  could  a  Man}  infatiate  Coxcomb, 

The  Mocks  and  fpiteful  Language  I  have  given  thee, 

Would  o’  my  Life  ha’  ferv’d  ten  rcafonable  Men, 
fAnd  rife  contented  too,  and  left  enough  for  their  Friends, 

Thou  Glutton  at  Abufes,  never  fatisfiedf1 
I  am  perfwaded  thou  devour’d  more  flouts 

Than  all  thy  Body’s  worth,  and  dill  a  hungred !  -  - 

A  mifehief  of  that  Maw,  prethee  feek  elfewhere. 

In  troth  I  am  weary  of  abufing  thee; 

Get  thee  a  frefh  Midrefs,  thou’dd  make  work  enough? 

I  do  nor  think  there’s  Scorn  enough  in  Town 
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To  ferve  thy  turn,  take  the  Court-Ladies  in, 

And  all  their  Women  to  ’em,  that  exceed  ’em.- 
Sir  Greg.  Is  this  in  earneit,  Lady.<*  Neicz,  Oh  unfa  liable! 

Doft  thou  count  all  this  but  an  Earned  yet? 

I’d  thought  I’d  paid  thee  all  the  whole  Sum,  truft  me; 

Thou’lt  beggar  my  Derifion  utterly 
If  thou  flay’d  longer,  I  fhall  want  a  Laugh: 

If  I  knew  where  to  borrow  a  Contempt 

Would  hold  thee  tack,  flay  and  be  hang’d,  thou  fhould’ft  thens 
But  thou’fl  no  Confcience  now  to  extort  hate  from  me5 
When  one  has  fpent  all  fhe  can  make  upon  theej 
Mu  ft  I  begin  to  pay  thee  hire  again, 

After  l  have  rid  thee  twice  ?  faith  *tis  unreafonablei 
Sir  Greg .  Say  you  fo?  I’ll  know  that  prefently,  [ Exit', 

Neice .  Now  he  runs 

To  fetch  my  Uncle  to  this  mufty  Bargain,^ 

But  l  have  better  ware  always  at  hand. 

And  lay  by  this  flill,  when  he  comes  to  cheapen. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

Cun.  I  met  the  Mufick  now,  yet  cannot  learn 
What  Entertainment  he  receiv’d  from  her. 

Neice.  There’s  fome  Body  fet  already,  I  muft  to’r,  I  fee 
Well,  well.  Sir  Gregory?  Cun,  Ha,  Sir  Gregory ? 

Neice.  Where-e’er  you  come,  you  may  well  boaft  your  Conqueft. 
Cun.  She’s  loft  i’faith,  enough,  has  Fortune  then 
Remembred  her  great  Boy?  (he  feldom  fails  ’em. 

A'eice.  H’was  the  unlikeliefl  Man  at  fir  ft,  methoughr, 

To  have  my  Love,  we  never  met  but  wrangled. 

Cun.  A  pox  upon  that  wrangling,  fay  1  flill, 

I  never  knew  it  fail  yet,  where-e’er’t  came ; 

It  never  comes  but  like  a  Storm  of  Hail, 

’  Tis  fure  to  bring  fine  weather  at  the  Tail  on’r. 

There’s  not  one  match  ’mongft  twenty  made  without  it, 

It  fights  i’th’  Tongue,  but  fure  to  agree  i’th*  Haunches.  S 

Neice.  That  Man  that fhould  ha*  told  me  when  time  was, 

I  fhculd  ha’  had  him,  had  been  laugh’d  at  piteoufiy. 

But  fee  how  things  will  change? 

Cun.  Here’s  a  Heart  feels  it - —Oh  the  deceitful  prom i fes  of 

What  truft  fhould  a  Man  put  i’th’  Lip  of  Woman?  (Love? 

She  kift’d  me  with  that  flrcngth,  as  if  fh’fd  meant 
To  ha’  fet  the  fair  print  of  her  Soul  upou  me. 

Neice.  I  would  ha’  (worn  ’twould  ne’er  ha*  been  a  Match  once, 
Um.  I’ll  hear  no  more,  I’m  mad  to  hear  fo  much, 

Why  ihouki  l  aim  my  Thoughts  at  better  fortunes 
Than  younger  Brothers  have?  that’s  a  Maid  with  nothing, 

Or  fomc  old  Soap-boiler’s  Widow,  without  Teeth, 


There 
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There  waits  my  Fortune  for  me;  feek  no  farther.  [Exit  Gun,’ 
Enter  Old  Knight ,  and  Sir  Gregory. 

OUK.  You  tell  me  things,  Sir  Gregory^  that  cannot  be, 

She  will  not,  nor  (he  dares  not. 

Sir  Greg.  Would  I  were  whipt  then. 

Nei.e.  i’ll  make  as  little  fhew  of  love,  Sir  Gregory, 

As  ever  Woman  did,  you  (hall  not  know 

You  have  my  Heart  a  good  while.  Old  K.  Heard  you  that? 

Neice.  Man  will  infult  fo  foon,  ’tis  his  condition, 

’Tis  good  to  keep  him  off  as  long  as  we  can, 

I’ve  much  ado  1  lwear ;  and  love  Tth’  end 

Will  have  his  courfe,  let  Maids  do  what  they  can, 

Thev  are  but  frail  things  ’till  they  end  in  Man. 

Old  K.  What  fay  you  to  this,  Sir? 

Sir  Greg.  This  is  fomewhat  handfome. 

Neice.  And  by  that  little  wrangling  that  I  feign’d, 

Now  I  (hall  try  how  conftant  his  Love  is, 

Although’t  went  fore  againft  my  Heart  to  chide  him. 

Sir  Greg.  Alas  poor  Gentlewoman. 

Old  K.  Now  you’re  fure  of  Truth, 

You  hear  her  own  Thoughts  fpeak.  Sir  Greg.  They  fpeak  indeed. 

Old  K.  Go,  you’re  a  braii.lefs  Coax,  a  Toy,  a  Fop, 

I’ll  go  no  farther  than  your  Name,  Sir  Gregory, 

I’il  right  jny  felt  there }  were  you  from  this  Place, 

You  fhould  perceive  I’m  heartily  angry  with  you-; 

Offer  to  fow  ffrife  ’twixt  my  Neice  and  I? 

Good  morrow,  Neice,  good  morrow. 

Neice.  Many  fair  ones  to  you,  Sir. 

OldKn  Go,  you’re  a  Coxcomb.  How  doff  Neice,  this  Morning? 
An  idle  (hallow  Fool:  Sleep’ll  thou  well,  Girl? 

Fortune  may  very  well  provide  thee  Lordlbips, 

For  Honefty  has  left  thee  little  Manners. 

Sir  Greg.  How  am  1  bang’d  o’  both  fides? 

Old  K.  Abufe  kindnefs?  Wili’t  take  the  Air  to  day,  Neice? 
Neice.  When  you  pleafe,  Sir, 

T  here  (lands  the  Heir  behind  you  I  muft  take, 

(Which  I’d  as  lievc  take  as  take  him,  I  fwearj 
Old  K ■  La’  you ;  do  you  hear’t  continued  to  your  Teeth  now  ? 
A  pox  of  all  fuch  Gregories\  what  a  hand 

Havel  with  you?  [Neice  lets  fall  her  Scarf. 

Sir  Greg.  No  more  i’feck,  1  ha’  done.  Sir.* 

Lady,  your  Scarfs  fall'n  down. 

Neice.  ’Tis  but  your  luck,  Sir, 

And  does  prefage  the  Miftrefs  muft  fall  fiiortly ^ 

You  may  wear  it,  and  you  pleafe. 

Old  K.  There’s  a  trick  for  you, 


You’re 


”  *  . 


Wit  at  federal  Weapons'! 


5 


rsxti 


You’re  parloufly  belov’d,  you  Ihould  complain.1 

Sir  Greg .  Yes  when  I  complain,  Sir, 

Then  do  your  worft,  there  I’ll  deceive  you,  Sir." 

Old  IC  You  are  a  Dolt,  and  fo  I  leave  you,  Sir.1 
Sir  Greg .  Ah  Sirrah,  Miftrefs  were  you  caught,  i’faith  ? 

We  overheard  you  all*  1  muft  not  know 
1  have  your  Heart,  take  heed  o’  that,  I  pray, 

I  knew  fome  Scarf  would  come. 

Neice.  He’s  quite  gone  fure : 

Ah  you  bafe  Coxcomb,  couldft  thou  come  again? 

And  fo  abus’d  as  thou  waft? 

Sir  Greg.  How  ?  Neice.  ’Twould  ha’  kill’d 
A  fenfible  Man,  he  would  ha’  gone  to  his  Chamber 
And  broke  his  Heart,  by  this  time.  1 

Sir  Greg.  Thank  you  heartily. 

Neice.  Or  fixt  a  naked  Rapier  in  a  WaJl^’ 

Like  him  that  earn’d  his  Knighthood  e’er  he  had  it,' 

And  then  refus’d  upon’t,  ran  up  to  th’  Hilts. 

Sir  Greg.  Yes,  let  him  run  for  me,  I  was  never  brought  up  to#t, 
1  never  profefs’d  running  i*  my  Life. 

Neice.  What  art  thou  made  on?  thou  tough  villainous  Vermin*] 
LWiIl  nothing  deftroy  thee? 

Sir  Greg.  Yes,  yes,  allure  your  felf 
Unkind  Words  may  do  much. 

Neice.  Why,  doll  thou  want  ’em? 

I’ve  e’en  confum’d  my  Spleen  to  help  thee  to  ’em  : 

Tell  me  what  fort  of  words  they  be  would  fpeed  thee? 

I’ll  fee  what  I  can  do  yet. 

Sir  Greg  I’m  much  beholding  to  you, 

You’re  willing  to  beftow  huge  pains  upon  me. 

Neice.  I  Ihould  account  nothing  too  much  to  rid  thee.' 

Sir  Greg.  I  wonder  you’d  not  offer  to  deftroy  me, 

All  the  while  your  Uncle  was  here. 

Neice.  Why  there  thou  betray’ft  thy  Houfej  we  of  the  Old-Crafh 
Were  born  to  more  Wit  than  fo. 

Sir  Greg.  1  wear  your  Favour  here. 

Neice.  Would  it  might  rot  thy  Arm  off:.  If  thou  knew’ft 
With  what  contempt  thou  haft  it,  what  Heart’s  bitternefs. 

How  many  cunning  Curfes  came  along  with  ir, 

Thou’dft  quake  to  handle  it. 

Sir  Greg.  A  pox,  take’t  again  then*, 

Who’d  be  thus  plagu’d  of  all  Hands?  Neice.  No,  wear’c  Hill* 

But  long  I  hope  thou  (halt  not,  ’tis  but  caft 

Upon  thee,  purpofely  to  ferve  another 

That  has  more  right  to’c;  as  in  fome  Countries  they  convey 

Their  Treafurc  upon  Aflesto  their  Friends 5 

E  If 
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If  mine  be  but  fo  wife,  and  apprehenfive,  ~ 

'As  my  Opinion  gives  him  to  my  Heart, 

It  (lays  not  long  on  thy  defertlcfs  Arm} 

I’ll  make  thee,  e  cr  I  ha’  done,  not  dare  to  wear 
Any  thing  of  mine,  although  l  give’t  thee  freely  ; 

Kifs  it  you  may,  and  make  what  {hew  you  can, 

But  fure  you  carry ’t  to  a  worthier  Man, 

And  fo  good  morrow  to  you.  \Exit. 

Sir  Greg  Hu  hum,  ha  hum  5 
I  han’c  the  Spirit  now  to  dufh  my  Brains  out, 

Nor  the  Audacity  to  kill  my  felf. 

But  I  could  cry  my  Heart  out,  that’s  as  good, 

For  fo’t  be  out,  no  matter  which  way  it  comes, 

If  1  can  dye  with  a  fillip,  or  depart 
At  hot-cockles,  what’s  that  to  any  Man  ? 

If  there  be  fo  much  Death  that  ferves  my  turn  there. 

Every  one  knows  the  (late  of  his  own  Body,  v 

No  Carrion  kills  a  Kite,  but  then  again 

There’s  Cheefe  will  choak  a  Daw,  time  I  were  dead  i’faith,. 

If  I  knew  which  way,  without  hurt  or  danger. 

I  am  a  Maiden-Knight,  and  cannot  look 
Upon  a  naked  Weapon  with  any  Modefty, 

Elfe  ’twould  go  hard  with  me,  and  to  complain 
To  Sir  Perfidious  the  old  Knight  again, 

Were  to  be  more  abus’d;  perhaps  he  would  beat  me  well. 

But  ne’er  believe  me. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

And  few  Men  dye  o’  beating,  that  were  loft  too: 

Oh,  here’s  my  Friend,  I’ll  make  my  moan  to  him. 

Cun.  I  cannot  tear  her  Memory  from  my  Hearr, 

That  treads  mine  down;  was  ever  Man  fo  fool’d 
That  profefs’d  Wit  ? 

Sir  Greg:  O  Cunningham  ?  Cun.  Sir  Gregory  ? 

The  Choice,  the  Vi<5tor,  the  Town’s  happy  Man? 

Sir  Greg.  ’Snigs,  What  deft  mean?  come  I  to  thee  for  Comfort, 
And  doft  ahufe  me  too?  Cun.  Abufe  you?  How,  Sir? 

With  Nullifying  your  Fortune,  and  your  Joys? 

Sir  Greg.  Pray  hold  your  hand.  Sir,  I’ve  been  bob’d  enough, 

You  come  with  a  new  way  now}  ftnke  me  merrily, 

But  when  a  Man’s  fore  beaten  o’  both  lides  already. 

Then  the  1c aft  tap  in  Jeft  goes  to  the  Guts  on  him. 

Wilt  in'  the  Truth?  I’m  made  the  rankeft  Afs 

That  e’er  was  born  to  Lordfhips.  Cun.  What?  no  Sir? 

Sir  Greg.  [  had  not  thought  my  Body  could  a  yielded 
All  thofe  foul  feurvy  Names  that  {he  has  call’d  me, 
wbrithr  whence  (he  fetch’d  ’em.  Cun.  Is  this  credible? 


Sir  Greg. 


Wit  at  federal  Weapon si  3  $ 

Sir  Greg.  She  pin’d  this  Scarf  upon  me  afore  her  Uncle; 

But  his  Back  turn’d,  fhe  curs’d  me  fo  for  wearing  on’r, 

The  very  brawn  of  mine  Arm  has  ak’d  ever  fince, 

Yet  in  a  manner  forc’d  me  to  wear’t  dill,  ^ 

But  hop’d  1  fhould  not  long ;  if  good  Luck  ferve 
I  fhould  meet  one  that  has  more  Wit  and  Worth 
Should  take  it  from  me,  *twas  but  lent  to  me, 

And  fent  to  him  for  a  Token, 

Cun.  I  conceit  it,  I  know  the  Man 
That  lies  in  wait  for’c,  part  with’t  by  all  means, 

In  any  cafe,  you  are  way-laid  about  it. 

Sir  Greg.  How  Sir,  way-laid?  Cun.  Pox  of  a  Scarf,  fiy  I, 

I  prize  my  Friend’s  Life  ’bove  a  Million  on  ’em, 

You  fhall  be  rul’d,  Sir,  I  know  more  than  you. 

Sir  Greg.  If  you  know  more  than  I,  let  me  be  rid  on’t, 

’Lafs,  ’tis  not  for  my  wearing,  fo  fhe  told  me. 

Cun.  No,  no,  give  me’t,  the  Knave  fhall  mifs  his  purpofe, 

And  you  fhall  live.  Sir  Greg  I  would  as  long  as  I  could,  Sir. 

Gun.  No  more  Replies,  you  fhall.  I’ll  prevent  this, 

Votnpey  fhall  march  without  it.  Greg.  What,  is’c  he* 

My  Man  that  was?  Cun .  Gall  hum  your  deadly  Enemy  5 

You  give  him  too  fair  a  Name,  you  deal  too  nobly, 

He  bears  a  bloody  Mind,  a  cruel  Foe,  Sir  5 
1  care  not  if  he  heard  me. 

Sir  Greg .  But,  do  you  hear.  Sir  ? 

Can’t  found  with  Reafon  fhe  fhould  affe£t  him? 

Cun.  Do  you  talk  of  Reafon  ?  I  never  thought  to  have  heard 
Such  a  Word  come  from  you.  Reafon  in  Love? 

Would  you  give  that  no  Doctor  could  e’er  give  ? 

Has  not  a  Deputy  married  his  Cook  Maid? 

An  Alderman’s  Widow,  one  that  washer  Turn-broaeh? 

Nay,  has  not  a  great  Lady  brought  her  Stable 
Into  her  Chamber:  Lay  with  her  Horfe-keeper? 

Sir  Greg.  Did  ever  Love  play  fuch  Jades  tricks,  Sir? 

Cun.  Ohthoufands,  thousands  j  beware  a  fturdy  Clown  e’er  while 
you  live,  Sir; 

’Tis  like  a  Hufwifery  in  mofl  Shires  about  us  \ 

You  fhall  ha’  Farmers  Widows  wed  thin  Gentlemen 
Much  like  your  felf,  but  put  ’em  to  no  ftrefs : 

What  work  can  they  do,  with  fmall  Trap-flick  Legs, 

They  keep  Clowns  to  flop  Gaps  and  drive  in  Pegs, 

A  drudgery  dt  for  Hinds;  e’en  back  again,  Sir, 

You’re  fared  at  returning.  Sir  Greg.  Think  you  fo,  Sir? 

Cun.  But  how  came  this  Clown  to  be  call’d  Tompey  firft? 

Sir  Greg.  Pufh,  one  Goodman  Cafar^  a  Pump-maker,  kerfenM  him  9 
Vompey  he  writes  himfelf,  but  his  right  Name’s  T umpey^ 

E  z  And 
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And  flunk  too  when  I  had  him,  now  he’s  crank. 

Curt.  I’m  glad  I  know  fo  much  to  quell  his  Pride,  Sir; 
Walk  you  Hull  that  way.  I’ll  make  ufe  of  this 
To  refolve  all  my  Doubts,  and  place  this  Favour 
On  feme  new  Miflrefs,  only  for  a  try, 

And  if  it  meet  my  Thoughts,  I’ll  fwear  *tis  I. 

Sir  Greg.  Is  Potnpey  grown  fo  maleperr,  fo  frampel  ? 
The  only  cutter  about  Ladies  Honours? 


Enter  Old  Knight. 


And  his  blade  fooneft  out? 

OldK.  Now,  what’s  the  News,  Sir? 

Sir  Greg.  I  dare  not  fay  but  good,  oh  excellent  good,  Sir. 

Old  K.  I  hope  now  you’re  refolv’d  flic  loves  you,  Knight? 

Sir  Greg.  Cuds  me,  what  elfe,  Sir?  that’s  not  to  do  now. 

OldK.  You  would  not  think  how  defperately  you  anger’d  me, 
When  you  bely’d  her  Goodnefs,  oh  you  vext  me 
Even  to  a  Palfey. 


Sir  Greg .  What  a  thing  was  that,  Sir? 

Enter  Neice. 


Neice.  *Tis,  that  ’tis;  as  I  have  hope  of  Sweetnefs,  the  Scarf’s 
Worthy  wife  Friend,  I  doat  upon  thy  cunning,  (gone* 

We  two  lhall  be  well  match’d,  our  Iflue  Male  fure 
Will  be  born  Counfellors;  is’r  poflible? 

Thou  fhak  have  another  token  out  of  hand  for’t; 

Nay,  fince.the  way’s  founds  pity  thou  fliould’ft  want,  i’faith^ 

O  my  belt  joy  and  deareft.  Old  K.  Well  faid,  Neice, 

So  violent  ’fore  your  Uncle?  What  will  you  do 

In  fecret  then?  Sir  Greg  Marry  call  me  Slave  and  Rafcal. 

Neice  Your  Scarf — the  Scarf  1  gave  you— — — 

Old  K.  Mafs  that’s  t;ur,  Neice, 

I  ne’er  thought  upon  that;  the  Scarf  flie  gave  you _ Sir, 

What  Dumb?  No  Anfwer  from  you?  the  Scarf? 

Sir  Greg .  I  was  way-laid  about  it,  my  Life  threatened; 

Life’s  Life,  Scarf’s  but  a  Scaf,  and  fo  I  parted  from’t. 

Neice.  Unfortunate  Woman!  My  firft  Favour  too? 

Old  K.  Will  you  be  flill  an  AG?  no  Reconcilement  ?. 
’Twixt  you  and  Wit?  Are  you  fo  far  fallen  out 
You’ll  never  come  together?  I  tel!  ycu  true, 

I’m  very  loudly  afham’d  on  you, 

That’s  the  worft  ihame  that  can  be.* 

Thus  baiting  on  him  :  Now  his  Heart’s  hook’d  in, 

Til  make  him,  e’er  I  ha’  done,  take  her  with  nothing. 

I  love  a  Man  that  lives  by  his  Wits  alive; 

Nay  leave,  fwcet  Neice,  ’tis  but  a  Scarf,  let  it  go. 

Neice,  The  going  of  it  never  grieves  me3  Sir, 

It  is  the  manner,  the  manner———; — . 
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Sir  Greg.  O  difTembling  Marmafet!  If  l  durft  fpeak, 

Or  could  be  believ’d  when  I  fpeak, 

,What  a  Tale  could  I  tell,  to  make  Hair  (land  upright  now? 

Neice.  Nay,  Sir,  at  your  Requeft  you  {frail  perceive,  Uncle, 
With  what  renewing  Love  I  forgive  this: 

Here’s  a  fair  Diamond,  Sir,  I’ll  try  how  long 
You  can  keep  that? 

Sir  Greg.  Not  very  long,  you  know’t  too, 

Like  a  cunning  Witch  as  you  are. 

Neice.  Y’are  beft  let  him  ha’  that  too. 

Sir  Greg.  So  I  were,  I  think  there  were  no  living  elfc,  ? 

I  thank  you,  as  you  have  handled  the  Matter. 

Old  K.  Why  this  is  mufical  now,  and  Tuefday  next 
Shall  tune  your  Inftruments,  that’s  the  Day  fet. 

Neice.  A  Match,  good  Uncle.  Old  K,  Sir,  you  hear  me  too  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  very  well,  I’m  for  you. 

Neice.  What  e’er  you  hear,  you  know  my  Mind. 

\Bxe.  Old  Knight  and  Neka 

Sir  Gre^.  Ay,  a — — on’t,  too  well  5  if  I  do  not  wonder  bow  we 
two  (hall  come  together,  I’m  a  Bear-whelp.  He  talks  of  Tuefday 
next,  as  familiarly  as  if  we  lov’d  one  another,  but’tis  as  unlikely  to 
me,  as  ’twas  feven  Year  before  I  faw  her;  I  fhali  try  his  Cunnings 
it  may  be  he  has  a  way  was  never  yet  thought  on,  and  it  had  need 
to  be  fuch  a  one,  for  all  that  I  can  think  on  will  never  do’t}  I  look 
to  have  this  Diamond  taken  from  me  very  fpeedily,  therefore  I’ll 
take  it  off  o’  my  Finger,  forif  it  be  feen,  I  fhali  be  way-laid  for  that 
too.  [Exit. 


ACT  IV.  SCENE  I 

Enter  Old  Knight  and  Witty-Pate. 

Old  K,  Torture!  Torture/  Thou  carry’ll  a  Sting  i'th’ thy 

KJ  Tail, 

Thou  never  brought’ft  good  News  i’thy  Life  yet, 

And  that’s  an  ill  Quality,  leave  it  when  thou  wilt. 

Witty.  Why  you  receive  a  BJeffing  the  wrong  way,  Sir* 

Call  you  not  this  good  News/  to  fave  at  once,  Sir, 

Your  Credit  and  your  Kinfman’s  Life  together? 

Would  it  not  vex  your  Peace,  and  gaul  your  Worth, 

T’have  one  of  your  Name  hang’d  ? 

Old  K.  Peace,  no  fuch  Words,  Boy. 

Witty.  Be  thankful  for  the  Blefiing  of  Prevention  then.  (Brute, 
Old  K.  Le’mc  fee,  there  was  none  hang’d  out  of  our  Hcufe  fince 
I  ha’  fearch’d  both  Stow,  and  Hollingjbeadl 

Witty 
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Witty.  O  Sir.  , 

Old  K.  I’ll  fee  what  Folychronicon  fays  anon  too. 

Witty.  5  Fwas  a  miraculous  Fortune  that  l  heard  on’t. 

Old  K.  I  would  thou’dft  never  heard  on’t. 

Witty.  That’s  true  too, 

So  it  had  ne’er  been  done*  to  fee  the  Luck  on’t, 

He  was  even  brought  to  Jultice  turnin' s  Threfhold, 

There  had  flown  torth  a  Mittimus  ftraight  for  Newgate  $ 

And  note  the  Fortune  too,  Seflions  a  Thurfday , 

Jury  call’d  out  a  Fry  day,  Judgment  a  Saturday, 

Dungeon  a  Sunday ,  Tyburn  a  Monday , 

Miferies  quotidian  Ague,  when’c  begins  once, 

Every  Day  pulls  him,  ’till  he  pull  his  laft. 

Old K.  No  more,  I  fry,  ’tis  an  ill  Theamj  where  left  you  him? 
Witty.  He’s  i’th’  Conftable’s  Hands  below  i’th’  Hall,  Sir, 

Poor  Gentleman,  and  his  Accufer  with  him. 

Old  K.  What’s  he? 

Witty.  A  Judge’s  Son  ’tis  thought,  fo  much  the  worfe  too, 

He’ll  hang  his  Enemy,  and’t  fhall  coft  him  nothing, 

That’s  a  great  Privilege.  Old  K .  Within  there? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir? 

Old  K.  Call  up  the  Folks  i’th*  Hall.  \  had  fuch  Hope  on  him, 
For  a  Scholar  too,  a  thing  thou  ne’er  wait  fit  for. 

Therefore  created  all  my  Joys  in  him, 

Got  a  Welch  Benefice  in  Revcrfion  for  him, 

Dean  of  Cardigan ,  has  his  Grace  already. 

He  can  marry  and  bury,  yet  ne’er  a  Hair  on’s  Face, 

Enter  Credulous,  Sir  Ruinous  (as  a  Conjiable )  and  Lady  Gentry 

as  a  Man. 

Like  a  French  Vicar,  and  does  he  bring  fuch  Fruits  to  Town  with 
A  Thief  at  his  firlt  lighting?  Oh  good  den  to  you.  (him? 

IVitty.  Nay,  fwcet  Sir,  you’re  vext  now,  you’ll  grieve  him, 
And  hurt  your  felf. 

Old  K.  Away,  I’ll  hear  no.Counfel* 

Come  you  but  once  in  feven  Year  to  your  Uncle, 

And  at  that  time  mult  you  be  brought  home  too? 

And  by  a  Conftable?  Witty.  Oh  fpeak  low,  Sir, 

Remember  your  own  Credit,  you  profefs 
You  love  a  Man  o’  Wit,  begin  at  home.  Sir, 

Exprefs  it  i’your  felf.  Lady.  Nay,  Mailer  Conftable, 

Shew  your  felf  a  wife  Man,  ’gainft  ycur  Nature  too. 

Ruin.  Sir,  no  Difh  Porridgmenu,  we- have  brought  home 
Jis  good  Men  as  ye. 

Old  K.  Our,  a  North-Britain  Conftable,  that  Tongue 
Will  publifti  all,  it  fpeaks  fo  broad  already} 
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Are  you  the  Gentleman  ? 

L.  Ruin.  The  unfoitunate  one.  Sir, 

That  fell  into  the  Power  of  mercilefs  Thieves,  y 

Whereof  this  Fellow,  whom  I’d  call  youflvinfman 
As  little  as  1  could,  for  the  fair  Reverence 
I  owe  to  Fame  and  Years,  was  the  prime  Villain. 

Old  K.  A  wicked  Prime. 

Witty.  Nay,  not  fo  loud,  fvveet  Father. 

L,  Ruin.  The  red  are  fled,,  but  I  (hall 'meet  with  ’em. 

Hang  one  of  'em  I  will  certain,  I  ha’  fwore  it, 

And  ’twas  my  Luck  to  light  upon  this  firft. 

Old  K.  A  Cambridge  Man  for  this?  thefe  your  Degrees,  Sir? 
Nine  Years  at  University  for  this  Fellowftiip? 

Witty  Take  you  Voice  lower,  dear  Sir. 

Old  K.  What’s  your  Lofs,  Sir? 

L.  Ruin.  That  which  offends  to  repeat,  the  Mony’s  whole,  Sir$ 
’Tis  i’th’  Conftable’s  Hands  there,  a  feal’d  hundred, 

But  I  will  not  receive  ir.  Old  K  No?  Not  the  Mony,  Sir, 
Having  confeft  ’tis  all?  L.  Ruin.  ’Tis  all  the  Mony,  Sir, 

But’  tis  not  all  I  loft,  for  when  they  bound  me, 

They  took  a  Diamond  hjjng  at  my  Shirt  String, 

Which  fear  of  Life  made  me  forget  to  hide* 

It  being  the  fparkling  Witnefs  of  a  Contraft 
’Twixt  a  great  Lawyer’s  Daughter  and  my  felf: 

Witty.  1  told  you  what  he  was  t  What  does  the  Diamond 
Concern  my  Coufin,  Sir?  L.Ruin.  No  more  did  the  Mony, 

But  he  (hall  anfwer  all  now.  Winy.  There’s  your  Conference, 

It  fhews  from  whence  you  fprung.  L.  Ruin.  Sprung?  I  had  leapta 
Had  I  leapt  fome  of  your  Alliance.  Witty.  Slave !  (Thief, 

L.  Ruin.  You  prevent  me  (fill.  Old  K.  ’Slid,  Son,  are  you  mad  ? 

L.  Ruin .  Come,  come.  Til  take  a  legal  Courfe. 

Old  K.  Will  you  undo  us  all?  What’s  your  Demand,  Sir? 

Now  we’re  in’s  Danger  too.  L.  Ruin.  A  hundred  Mark,  Sir, 

I  will  not  bate  a  Doit.  Witty.  A  hundred  Rafcals. 

L.  Ruin.  Sir,  find  ’em  out  in  your  own  Blood,  and  take  ’em. 

Witty.  Go  take  your  Courfe,  follow  the  Lav/,  and  fparc  not. 

Old  K.  Does  Fury  make  you  diunk?  Know  you  what  you  fay  ? 

Witty .  A  hundred  Dogs  dungs,  do  your  worft. 

Old  K.  You  do,  1’mfur'e:  Who’s  loud  now? 

Witty.  What,  his  own  asking?  Old  K.  Not  in  fuch  a  Cafe? 

Witty.  You  fhall  have  but  threefcore  Pound  j  fpite  a  your  Teeth3. 
m  fee  vou  hang’d  firft. 

Old  K.  And  w hat’s  feven  pound  more,  Man? 

That  all  this  coil’s  about?  ftay,  I  fay,  h-s  fhall  ha’r. 

Witty.  It  is  your  own,  you  may  do  what  you  pleafe  with  if> 
Pardon  my  Zeal,  1  would  ha5  lav’d  you  Mony  j 

Give 
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Give  him  all  his  own  asking?  Old  K.  What’s  that  to  you,  Sir? 

Be  fparing  of  your  own,  teach  me  to  pinch 

In  fuch  a  cafe  as  this?  go,  go,  Jive  by  your  Wits,  go. 

Witty.  I  pra&ife  all  1  can.  Old  I(.  Follow  you  me,  Sir.' 

And  Mailer  Conflable,  come  from  the  Knave, 

And  be  a  witnefs  of  a  full  Recompence. 

Witty.  Pray  flop  the  Conftable’s  Mouth,  wh?t  e’er  you  do,  Sir.' 

Old  K.  Yet  again  ?  as  if  1  meant  not  to  do  that  my  felf, 

Withouc  yourCounfel?  As  for  you,  precious  Kinfmar, 

Your  firfl  Years  Fruits  in  Wales  fhall  go  to  rack  for  this ^ 

You  lie  not  in  my  Houfe,  1’il  pack  you  out. 

And  pay  for  your  Lodging  rather.  [Exe.  Knight ,  Ruin,  and  Lady . 

Witty.  Oh  fie,  Goufin, 

Thefe  are  ill  couifes,  you  a  Scholar  too? 

Cred.  I  was  drawn  into’c  mofl  unfortunately. 

By  filthy  deboifl  Company,  Witty.  I,  I,  I. 

’  fis  even  the  fpoil  of  all  our  Youth  in  England . 

What  were  they,  Gentlemen? 

Cyed.  Faith  fo  like  fome  on  ’em, 

They  were  ev’n  the  worfe  again.  Witty.  Hum. 

Cred.  Great  Tobacco  whiffers, 

They  would  go  near  to  rob  with  a  Pipe  in  their  Mouths.' 

.  Witty.  What,  no? 

Cred.  Faith  leave  it,  Coufin,  becaufe  Rafcals  ufe  it. 

Witty.  So  they  do  Meat  and  Drink  ;  mull  worthy  Gentlemen 
Refrain  their  Food  for  that?  an  honcfl  Man 
May  eat  of  the  fame  Pig  feme  Parfan  dines  with, 

A  Lawyer  and  a  Fool  feed  of  one  Woodcock, 

Vet  one  ne’er  the  fimpler,  t’other  ne’er  the  wiler* 

’  I’is  not  Meat,  Drink,  or  Smoak,  Difh,  Cup,  or  Pipe, 

Co-operates  to  the  making  of  a  Knave, 

’  ris  the  Condition  makes  a  Slave,  a  Slave, 

There’s  London  Philofophy  for  youj  1  tell  you  Coufin, 

You  cannot  be  too  cautelou?,  nice,  or  dainty, 

En  your  Society  here,  efpecially 
When  you  come  raw  from  the  Univerfity, 

Before  the  Worid  has  harden’d  you  a  little} 

For  as  a  butter’d  Loaf  is  a  Scholar’s  Breakfafl  there. 

So  a  poachc  Scholar  is  a  Cheater’s  Dinner  here  \ 

1  ha’  known  feven  of ’em  fupt  up  at  a  Meal. 

Cred .  Why  a  poacht  Scholar.? 

Witty.  ’Caufe  he  pours  himfclf  forth, 

And  all  his  Secrets,  at  the  firfl  Acquaintance, 

Never  fo  crafty  to  be  eaten  i’th’  Shell, 

But  is  ouc-fli  ipt  of  all  he  has  at  firfl, 

And  goes  down  glib,  he’s  fwallowed  with  fharp  Wit, 

’Stead 
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’bread  of  Wine  Vinegar.  Cred .  I  fhall  think,  Coufin, 

O’  your  poacht  Scholar,  while  I  live. 

'Enter  Servant, 

Ser.  Mailer  Credulous ,  -  > 

•Your  Uncle  wills  you  to  forbear  the  Houfe. 

You  mull  with  me,  I’m  charg’d  to  lee  you  plac’d 
In  fome  new  Lodging  about  'Thieving-Lane. 

What  the  Conceit*?,  I  know  not,  but  commands  you 
To  be  feen  here  no  more,  ’till  you  hear  further. 

Cred  Here’s  a  ftrange-  welcome.  Sir. 

fVitty.  This  is  the  World,  Coufin}  ' 

When  a  Man’s-  Fame’s  once  poifon’d,  fare  thee  well,  Lad. 

[Ex.  Cred.  and  Servant. 

This  is  the  happieft  Cheat  I  e’er  claim’d  fhare  in, 

It  has  a  two-fold  Fortune,  gets  me  Coin, 

And  puts  him  out  of  Grace,  that  flood  between  me, 

My  Father’s  Cambridge  Jewel,  much  fufpedted 
To  be  his  Heir,  now  there’s  a  Bar  in's  hopes. 

Enter  Ruinous  abd  Lady  Gentry: 

Ruin.  It  chinks,  make  halle. 

Lady.  The  Goat  at  Smithfield  Tens. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

Wit.  Zo,  zo,  zufficient.  Mailer  Cunntngbaml 
I  never  have  ill  luck  when  I  meet  a  Wit. 

Cun.  A  Wit’s  better  to  meet,  than  to  follow,  then. 

For  I  ha’  none  fo  good  I  can  commend  yet; 

But  commonly  Men  unfortunate  to  themfelves, 

Are  luckiell  to  their  Friends,  and  fo  may  I  be. 

Wit.  I  run  o’er  fo  much  Worth,  going  but  in  halle  from  you, 

All  my  deliberate  Friendfhip  cannot  equal. 

Cun.  ’Lis  but  to  Ihew,  that  you  can  place  fometimcs 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Your  Modelly  a  top  of  all  your  Virtues.  [Exit  Wit; 

This  Gentleman  may  pleafure  me  yet  again  y 
I  am  fo  haunted  with  this  broad-brim’d  Hat, 

Ol  the  lall  progrefs  block,  with  the  young  Hat-band, 

Made  for  a  fucking  Devil  of  two  years  old, 

1  know  not  where  to  turn  my  felf. 

Mir.  Sir?  Cun.  More  Torture? 

Mir.  ’Tis  rumour’d  that  you  love  me. 

Cun.  A  my  troth  Gentlewoman, 

Rumour’s  as  falfe  a  Knave  as  ever  pift  then, 

Pray  tell  him  fo  from  me  }  I  cannot  feign 

With  a  fweet  Gentlewoman,  1  mult  deal  downright. 

Mir.  I  heard,  though  you  difibmbled  with  my  Aunt,  Sir, 

And  that  makes  me  more  confident. 

F  Cmi 
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Cun.  There’s  no  Falftiood, 

But  pays  us  our  own  fame  way  5  I  confefs 
1  feign’d  with  her,  ’twas  for  a  Weightier  purpofe, 

But  not  with  thee,^  1  fwear.  Mir.  Nor  I  with  you  then, 
Although  my  Aunt  enjoyn’d  me  to  diflemble, 

To  right  her  Spleen.  I  love  you  faithfully. 

Cun.  Light,  this  is  worfe  than  ’twas. 

Mtr.  I  find  fuch  Worth  in  you, 

I  cannot,  nay  I  dare  not  dally  with  you, 

For  fear  the  flame  confume  me.  Cun.  Here’s  frefh  trouble, 
This  drives  me  to  my  Confcience,  for  his  foul 
To  injure  one  that  deals  diredly  with  me. 

Mir.  I  crave  but  fuch  a  truth  from  your  Love,  Sir, 

As  mine  brings  you,  and  that’s  proportionable. 

Cun  A  good  Geometrician,  ’fhrew  my  Heart  i 
Why  are  you  out  o’  your  Wirg,  pretty  plump  Gentle  woman* 
You  talk  fo  defperately?  his  a  great  Happinefs, 

Love  has  made  one  on’s  wifer  than  another. 

We  fhould  be  both  caft  away  elfe;  ~  „ 

Yet  I  love  Gratitude,  I  mull  requite  you, 

1  {hall  be  fick  elfe*,  but  to  give  you  me, 

A  thing  you  muft  not  take,  if  you  mean  to  live, 

For  a*  my  troth  1  hardly  can  my  fclf} 

No  wife  Phyfician  will  prcfcribe  me  for  you. 

Alas,  your  State  is  weak,  you  had  need  of  Cordials, 

Some  rich  Ekduary,  made  of  a  Son  and  Heir, 

An  elder  Brother,  in  a  Cull  fle,  whore, 

’T  mull  be  fdme  wealthy  Gregory ,  boil’d  to  a  Jelly, 

That  muft  reitore  you  to  the  fhte  of  ne  w  Gowns, 

French  Ruffs,  and  mutable  Head-tires, 

Mir.  But,  where  is  he.  Sir? 

One  that’s  fo  rich  wiil  ne’er  wed  me  with  nothing. 

Cun.  Then  fee  thy  Confcience,  and  thy  Wit  together:, 
Would’ft  thou  have  me  then,  that  has  nothing  neither  ? 

What  fay  you  to  Fop  Gregory  the  firft,  yonder? 

Will  you  acknowledge  your  time  amply  recompcnc’d  ? 

Full  Satibfa&ion  upon  Love’s  Record, 

Without  any  more  Suit,  if  1  combine  you  ? 

Mir.  Ye?,  by  this  boneft  Kifs.  Cun.  You’re  a  wife  Clyent 
To  pay  your  Fee  before-hand,  but  all  do  fo, 

You  know  the  worft  already,  that’s  the  beft  too. 

Mir.  I  know  he’s  a  Fool. 

Cun.  You’re  ftirewdly  hurt  then*, 

This  is  your  Comfort,  your  great  wifeft  Women 
Pick  their  firft  Husband  ftill  out  of  that  Houfe, 

And  forne  will  have  ’em  to  chufe,  if  they  bury  twenty. 
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M.r.  I’m  of  their  Minds,  that  like  him  for  a  Husband 
To  run  Youth’s  Race  with,  ’tis  very  pleafant, 

But  when  I’m  old,  I’d  always  wifli  for  a  wifer. 

Cun.  You  may  have  me  by  that  time: 

For  this  firft  Bufinefs,  v 
Reft  upon  my  Performance; 

Mir.  With  all  thankfulnefs.  — 

Cun.  1  have  a  Project  you  muft  aid  me  in  too.  f 
Mir.  You  bindme  to  all  lawful  Action,  Sir. 

Cun.  Pray  wear  this  Scarfe  about  you. 

Mir.  I  conjecture  now— — 

Cun.  There’s  a  Court  Principle  for’r,  one  Office  muft  help  another  j 
As  for  Example,  for  your  catt  o’  Manchits  out  o’th*  Pantry, 

I’ll  allow  you  a  Geofe  out  o’ch’  Kitchen. 

Mr.  ’Tis  veryfociably  done,  Sir*  farewel  Performance, 

I  {hall  be  bold  to  call  you  fo. 

Cun.  Do,  fweet  Confidence. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

If  I  can  match  my  two  broad  brim’d  Hats; 

’Tis  he,  I  know  the  maggot  by  his  Head  5 
Now  {hall  I  learn  News  of  him,  my  precious  Chief. 

Sir  Greg.  I  have  been  feeking  for  you  i'th’  Bowling  Green, 
Enquir’d  at  Nettletons  and  Anthonies  Ordinary, 

T’ha’s  vext  me  to  th’  Heart,  look,  I’ve  Diamond  here, 

And  it  cannot  find  a  Mafter.  Cun  No?  that’s  hard  i’faith. 

Sir  Greg.  It  docs  belong  to  fomebody,  a— —•on  him, 

I  would  he  had  it,  docs  but  trouble  me, 

And  fhe  that  fent  it,  is  fo  wafpifli  too. 

There’s  no  returning  to  her  'cill’t  be  gone. 

Cun.  Oh,  oh,  ah  Sirrah,  are  you  come? 

Sir  Greg.  What’s  that,  Friend? 

Cun .  Do  you  note  that  Corner  Sparkle? 

Sir  Greg.  Which?  Which.?  Which,  Sir? 

Cun.  At  the  Weft  End  o’th’  Collar. 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  I  fee’t  now. 

Cun.  ’Tis  an  apparent  mark*  this  is  the  Stone,  Sir, 

That  fo  much  Blood  is  threatned  to  be  filed  for. 

Sir  Greg.  I  pray.  Cun.  ATunatleaft. 

Sir  Greg.  They  muft  not  find’c  i’mc  then,  they  muft 
Go  where  ’tis  to  be  had. 

Cun.  ’Tis  well  it  came  to  my  Hands  firft,  Sir  Gregory  y 
I  know  where  this  muft  go. 

Sir  Greg.  Am  I  difeharg’d  on’t? 

Cun.  My  Life  for  yours  now.  [ Dram . 

Sir  Greg.  What  now  ?  Cun.  ’Tis  Difcretion,  Sir, 

I’ll  Hand  upon  my  Guard  all  the  while  1  ba’t.* 

Fs'  StrQreg. 
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Sir  Greg.  ’Troth  thou  tak’ft  too  much  danger  on  thee  ftfllj 
To  preferve  me  alive.  Cun.  ’Tisa  Friend’s  Duty,  Sir, 

Nay,  by  r  Toy  that  L  have  late  thought  upon, 

I’ll  undertake  to  get  your  Miftrefs  for  you. 

Sir  Greg.  Thou  wilt  not?  wilt/* 

Cun  Contract  her  by  a  tricI<,4Sir, 

When  (he  kail  thinks  on’e. 

Sir  Greg.  There’s  the  right  way  to’c, 

For  if  fhe  think  on’t  once,  (he’ll  never  do’c.  # 

Cun.  She  does  abufc  you  (till  then? 

Sir  Greg.  A - - — damnably, 

Every  time  worfe  than  others  yet  her  Uncle 
Th  inks  the  day  holds  a  Tuejdty  \  fay  it  did.  Sir, 

She’s  fo  familiarly  us’d  to  call  me  Rated, 

She’ll  quite  forget  to  wed  me  by  my  own  Name, 

And  then  that  Marriage  cannot  hold  in  Law,  you  know. 

Cun.  Will  you  leave  all  to  me? 

Sir  Greg.  Who  fhould  I  leave  it  to? 

Cun.  ’Tie  our  luck  to  love  Neicesj  I  love  a  Neice  too. 

__ Sir  Greg .  I  would  you  did  i’ faith. 

Cun.  But  mine’s  a  kind  Wretch. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay  marry  Sir,  1  would  mine  were  fo  too. 

tun.  No  Rafcal  comes  in  her  Mouth. 

Sir  Greg.  Troth,  and  mine  has  little  elfe  in  hers. 

Cun.  Mine  fends  me  Tokens,  all  the  World  knows  not 

Sir  Greg.  Mine  gives  me  Tokens  too,  very  fine  Tokens, 
But  I  dare  not  wear  ’em.  Cun.  Mine’s  kind  in  fecret. 

Sir  Greg.  And  there  mine’s  a  Hell-cat. 

Cun.  We  have  a  day  fet  too. 

Sir  Greg.  ’Slid,  fo  have  we  Manr. 

But  there’s  no  fign  of  ever  coming  together. 

Cun.  I’ll  tell  thee  who  ’tis,  the  old  Woman’s  Neics. 

Sir  Greg.  Is’t  The? 

Cun.  1  would  your  luck  had  "been  no  worfe  for  Mildne/fj 
B  t  mum,  no  more  words  on’t  to  your  Lady. 

Sir  Greg.  Foh!  Cun.  No  blabbing,  as  you  love  me.  . 

Sir  Greg.  None  of  our  Blood  were  ever  Bablers. 

Cun.  Prithee  convey  this  Letter  to  her, 

But  at  any  hand  let  not  your  Miftrefs  fee’r. 

Sir  Greg.  Yet  again,  Sir?  Cun.  There’sa Jewel  inT, 

The  very  Art  would  make  her  doat  upon’e. 

Sir  Greg.  Say  you  fo?. 

And  (he  (hall  fee’e  for  that  trick:  only. 

Can.  Remember  but  your  Miftrefs,  and  ali?$  Well, 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  if  l  do  not,  fcang^ms. 

Cm,  1  believe  you* 


015. 


[£*//. 

This 


*k'- 


r/  /V 


This  is  the  only  way  to  return  a  Token, 

2  know  he  will  do’c  now,  ’caufe  he’s  charg’d,  to  th’  contrary. 

,He’s  the  neareft  kin  to  a  Woman,  of  a  thing  > 

Made  without  Subilance,  that  a  Man  can  find  again. 

Some  Petticoat  begot  him.  I’ll  be  whipt  elfe, 

Engendring  with  an  old  pair  of  pawn’d  Hafe, 

Lying  in  fome  hot  Chamber  o’er  the  Kitchen,  g 
'Very. Steam  bred  him,  •  t 

He  never  came  where  Rem  in  Re  e’er  grew; 

The  Generation  of  a  hundred  fuch 
Cannot  make  a  Man  ftand  in  a  white  Sheet, 

For  *tis  no  a£t  in  Law,  nor  can  a  Conftabie 
Pick  out  a  Bawdy  bufinefs  for  Bridewel  in’t; 

Enter  Clown  (as  a  Gallant.) 

A  lamentable  cafe,  he’s  got  with  a  Man’s  Urine,  like  a  Mandrake. 
How  now?  hah?  What  prodigious  Bravery’s  this? 

A  moft  prepotterous  Gallant,  the  Doublet  fits 

As  if  it  mock’d  the  Breeches.  Clown.  Save  you,  Sir. 

Cun.  Ha’s  put  his  Tongue  in  the  finefuic  of  Words  too; 

Clown .  How  does  the  Party  ? 

Cun.  Takes  me  for  a  Sdrivener.  Which  of  the  Parties? 

Cl§wn.  Hum,  Simplicity  betide  thee- - 

I  would  fain  hear  of  the  Party*  1  would  be  loath  to  go 
Farther  with  her*  Honour  is  not  a  thing  to  be  dallied  withal, 

No  more  is  Reputation,  no  nor  Fame,  T  take  it,  I  muft  not 
Have  her  wrong’d  when  I’m  abroad*  my  Party  is  not 
To  be  compell’d  with  any  Party  in  an  oblique  way  5 
’Tis  very  dangerous  to  deal  with  Women; 

May  prove  a  Lady  too,  but  fhall  be  namelefs, 

I’ll  bite  my  Tongue  out,  e’er  it  prove  a  Traitor. 

Cun.  Upon  my  Life  I  know  her.  Clown.  Not  by  me,’ 

Know  what  you  can,  talk  a  whole  Day  with  me, 

V’are  ne’er  the  wifer,  fhe  comes  not  from  thefc  Lips. 

Cun .  The  old  Knight’s  Neice. 

Clown.  'Slid  he  has  got  her,  Pox  of  his  Heart  that  told  him,’ 

Gan  nothing  be  kept.fecret^  Let  me  entreat  you 
To  ufe  her  Name  as  little  as  you  can,  though. 

Cun.  ’Twill  be  fmall  Pleafurd,  Sir,  to  ufe  her  Name, 

Clown.  I  had  Intelligence  in  my  folemn  Walks, 

’Twixt  Paddington  and  Pancridge ,  of  a  Scarf 
Sent  for  a  Token,  and  a  Jewel  follow’d, 

But  I  acknowledge  not  the  Recipt  of  any. 

Howe’er  ’tis  carried,  believe  me,  Sir, 


Upon  my  Reputation  I  receiv’d  none. 

Cun.  What,  neither  Scarf  nor  Jewel? 

Clown.  ’Twould  be  fee n 
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"Somewhere  about  me,  you  may  well  think  that, 
l  have  an  Arm  for  a  Scarf,  as  others  have, 

An  Ear  to  hang  a  Jewel  too,  and  that’s  more  n  . 

Than  fome  Men  have,  my  Betters  n  great  deaf ; 

I  mull  have  Reftitution  where-e’er  it  lights. 

Cun.  And  reafon  good.  Clown.  For  all  thefe  Tokens,  Sir, 

Pafs  r  my  Name.  Can.  It  cannot  other  wife  be. 

Clown.  Sent  to  a  worthy  Friend.  Cun.  Ay,  that’s  to  thee. 

Clown.  I’m  wrong’d  under  that  Title, 

Cun.  L  dare  fwear  thou  art, 

’Tis  nothing  but  Sir  Gregory's  Circumvention, 

His  envious  Spite,  when  thou’rt  at  Paddington , 

He  meets  the  Gifts  at  Pancridge.  Clown.  Ah  falfe  Knight ! 

Falfe  both  to  Honour,  and  the  Law  of  Arms! 

Cun.  What  wilt  thou  fay  if  1  be  reveng’d  for  thee? 

Thou  fit  as  Witnels  ?  Clown.  1  lhould  laugh  in  flate  theu. 

Cun.  i’ll  fob  him,  here's  my  Hand, 

Clown.  I  ihall  be  as  glad  as  any  Man  alive,  to  fee  him  well  fob’d, 
Sir  >  but  now  you  talk  of  fobbing,  l  wonder  the  Lady  fends  not  for  me 
according  to  Promife?  1  ha’  kept  out  o’  Town  thefe  two  Days,  a 
purpofe  to  be  lent  for*  1  am  almolt  ftarv’d  with  Walking* 

Cun .  Walking  gets  Men  a  Stomach. 

Clown.  ’I  s  molt  true,  Sir,  1  may  fpeak  it  by  Experience,  for  I 
ha’  got  a  Stomach  fix  times,  and  loft  it  again,  as  often  as  a  Tra¬ 
veller  from  Chelfea  fh  .11  lofe  the  fight  of  Pauls ,  and  get  it  again. 
Cun.  Go  to  her,  Man. 


Clown.  Not  for  a  Million,  eefringe  my  Oath?  There’s  a  Toy 
call’d  a  Vow  has  paft  between  us,  a  poor  trifle,  Sir:  Pray  dome  the 
part  and  office  of  a  Gentleman,  if  you  chance  to  meet  a  Footman  by 
the  way,  in  Orange  tawny  Ribbands,  running  before  an  empty  ,  „ 
Coach,  with  a  Buzztrd  i’th*  Poop  on’r,  dsfe&  him  and  his  Horfes 
toward  the  new  River  by  IJlington,  there  they  fhall  have  me  looking 
>  upon  the  Pipes,  and  whiffling.  [Exit  Clown. 

Cun.  A  very  good  Notej  this  Love  makes  us  all  Monkies. 

But  to  my  Work.*  Scarf  firft?  And  now  a  Diamond ? 

Thefe  ftiould  be  fute  figns  of  her  Affe&ions  Truth, 

Yet  1*11  go  forward  with  my  furer  proof.  [Exit. 

Enter  Neice  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Neice.  Is’t  poflible? 

Sir  Greg. Nay,  here’s  his  Letter  too,  there’s  a  fine  Jewel  in’t. 
Therefore  1  brought  it  to  you. 

Neice.  You  tedious  Mongril!  Is’t  not  enough 
To  grace  th.ee,  to  receive  this  from  thy  Hand, 

A  thing  which  makes  me  almoft  fick  to  do, 

But  you  mull  talk  too  ?  Sir  Greg.  I  ha*  done. 

/  Neict.  Fall  back. 
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Yet  backer,  backer  yet,  you  unmannerly  Puppy,  ) 

Do  you  not  fee  i’m  going  about  to  read  it? 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  thefe  are  golden  Days,  now  I  flay  by’r, 

She  was  wont  not  to  endure  me  in  her  fight  at  all,. 

The  World  mends,  I  fee  that. 

\ 

Neice.  What  an  ambiguous  Superfcription’s  here  ?  x  ry 

To  the  beji  of  Neices,  Why  that  Title  may  be  mine, 

And  more  than  hers:' 

Sure  I  much  wrong  the  neatnefs  of  his  Art* 

’Tis  certain  fent  to  me,  and  to  requite 
My  Cunning  in  the  Carriage  of  my  Tokens, 

U»Jd  the  fame  Fop  for  his. 

Sir  Greg .  She  nodded  now  to  me*  ’twill  come  ih  time. 

Neice.  What’s  here?  An  entire  Rubyy  cut  into  a  Heart, 

And  this  the  Word,  Iftud  Amoris  opus?  j.  '  '  ' 

Sir  Greg.  Yes,  yes,  I  have  heard  him  fay,  that  Love  is  the  bell 
Scone-cutter.  _  t 

.Neice,  Why  thou  fawey  IfTue  of  fome  travelling  Sow-gelder, 
What  makes  Love  in  thy  MouthTls  it  a  thing 
That  ever  will  concern  thee?  I  do  wonder 
How  thou  dar’ft  think  on’t?  Haft  thou  ever  hope 
To  come  i’the  fame  Room  where  Lovers  are} 

And  Tcape  unbrain’d  with  one  of  their, Velvet  Slippers? 

Sir  Greg.  Lo.ve  Tricks  break  out  I  fee,  and  you  talk  of  Slippers 
’Tis  not  far  off  to  Bed  time.  (once, 

.  Neice.  Is  it  pofiible  thou  can  ft  laugh  yet  ? 

1  would  ha*  undertook  to  ha’  kill’d  a  Spider  - 
With  lefs  Venom  far,  than  I  have  fpit  at  thee. 

Sir  Greg .  You  mu  ft  conceive, 

A  Knight’s  another  manner  a  piece  of  Flcfh. 

Neice.  Back,  Owl’s  Face.  Witb.n.  Old  K  Do,  do* 

Neice.  ’  Tis  my  Uncle’s  Voice,  that. 

Why  keep  you  fo  far  off,  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Are  you  afraid  to  come  near  your  Miftrefs?  '  / 

Sir  Greg.  Is  the  proud  Heart  come  down?  I  lookt  for  this  ftill, 
Neice.  He  comes  not  this  way  yet:  Away,  you  Dog?-whelp3 
Would  you  offer  to  come  near  me,  though  i  faid  fo?  v 
I'll  make  you  underftand  my  Mind  in  time* 

You  run  in  greedily,  like  a  Hound  to  his  Breakfaft, 

That  chops  in  Head  and  all  to  beguile  his  Fellows} 

I’m  to  be  eaten,  Sir,  with  Grace  and  Leifure, 

Behaviour  and  Difcourfe,  things  that  ne’er  trouble  you.} 

After  1  have  pelted  you  fufticiently, 

I  tro  you  will  learn  more  Manners, 

Sir  Greg.  I’m  wondring  ftill  when  we  two  fhall  come  together  ? 
Tuefdaf  s  at  hand,  but  I’m  as  far  off,  a*  I  was  at  firft,  I  fwcar., 

Enter. 
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Enter  Guardianefs. 

Guard.  Now  Cunningham ,  I’ll  be  reveng’d  at  large; 

Lady,  what  was  but  all  this  while  Sufpicion, 

Is  Truth  lull  blown  now,  my  Neice  wears  your  Scarf. 

Neice.  HajL 

Guard.  Do  but  follow  me,  I'll  place  you  inftantly 
Where  you  fhall  fee  her  c  Urted  by  Cunningham. 

Neice.  I  go  with  greedinefs  j  we  long  for  things 
That  break  our  Hearts  fometi.nes,  there’s  Pleafure’s  Mifery. 

[_Exe.  Neice  and  Guard. 
Sir  Greg.  Whe?e  are  thofe  Gad-flies  going?  To  fome  Junket 
That  f  me  old  Humble-bee  coles  the  young  one  forth  (now. 

To  Sweetmeats  alter  kind,  let  ’em  look  to’r. 

The  thing  you  wot  on  be  not  mill  or  gone. 

I  bring  a  Maiden-head,  and  1  look  for  one.  v 

Which  is  only  a  Puppet  fo  drefl.  [Exit* 

Enter  Cunningham  (in  Difcmrfe  with  a  Mask  dGentlewoman  in  abroad 
Hatt  and  Scarfed)  Neice  at  another  Door . 

Cun.  Yes,  yes. 

Neice.  Too  maniftft  now,  the  "Scarf  and  all. 

Cun.  It  cannot  be,  you’re  fuch  a  fearful  Soul. 

Neice.  I’ll  give  her  caufe  of  Fear  e’er  I  part  flom  her.' 

Cun.  Will  you  fay  fo?  Is’t  not  your  Aunt’s  defite  too? 

Neice'  What  a  diflembling  Croane’s  that?  She’ll  forfvvear’t  flow. 
Cun.  1  fee  my  Project  takes,  yonder’s  the  grace  on’t. 

Neice.  Who  would  put  Confidence  in  Wit  again? 

I’m  plagu’d  for  my  Ambition,  to  defire 
A  wife  Man  for  a  Husband,  and  I  fee 
Fate  will  not  have  us  go  beyond  our  ftint. 

We  are  allow’d  but  one  Dilh,  and  that’s  Woodcock, 

It  keeps  up  Wit  to  make  us  Friends  and  Servants  of* 

.  And  thinks  any  thing  good  enough  to  make  us  Husbands  $ 

Oh  that  Whore’s  Hat  o’  thine,  o’  the  riding  Block, 

'A  Shade  for  letcherous  Rifles.  Cun.  Make  you  doubt  on’t? 

Is  not  my  Love  of  forced  Neice.  Yes,  me  it  forces 
To  tear  that  forcerous  Strumpet  from  th’  Imbraces. 

Cun.  Lady? 

Neice.  Oh  thou  haft  wrong’d  the  exquifiteft  Love— - 

Cun.  What  mean  you,  Lady?  Neice.  Mine,  you’ll  anfwer  fork, 
j  Gun.  Alas,  what  feek  ye?  Neice.  Sir,  mine  own  with  Lofs. 
Cun.  You  fhall.  Neice.  I  never  made  fo  hard  a  Bargain. 

Cun.  Sweet  Lady? 

Neice.  Uojuft  Man,  let  my  Wrath  reach  her, 

As  you  owe  Virtue  Duty }  [Cun.  falls  on  purpofe 

Your  Caufe  trips  you. 

Now  'Minion,  you  fhall  feel  what  Love’s  Rage  is, 

Before  ytu  ufte  the  Pkaiure.  Smile  you,  falfe  Sir? 
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Cun.  How  can  l  chufc  ?  to  fee  what  Pains  you  take; 

Upon  a  thing  will  never  thank  you  for’e.  Neke.  How  ? 

Cun.  See  what  things  you  Women  be,  Lady, 

When  Cloaths  are  taken  for  the  bed  part  of  you? 

This  was  to  {hew  you,  when  you  think  I  love  you  not. 

How  y’are  deceiv’d  dill ;  there  the  Moral  lyes,  ,  f 

*Twas  a  Trap  fetto  catch  you*  and  the  only  Bait 
To  take  a  Lady  nibling,  is  fine  Cloaths : 

Now  1  dare  boldly  thank  you  for  your  Love, 

I’m  pretty  well  refolv’d  in’t  by  this  Fit, 

For  a  jealous  Ague  always  ufhers  it. 

Neice.  Now  Bleflings  dill  maintain  this  Wit  of  thine, 

And  I  have  an  excellent  Fortune  coming  in  thee. 

Bring  nothing  elfe  1  charge  thee.  Cun.  Not  a  Groat,  I  warrant  ye. 

Neice.  Thou  (halt  be  worthily  welcome,  take  my  Faith  for*t. 
Next  Opportunity  {hall  make  us. 

Cun.  The  old  Gentle  woman  has  fool'd  her  Revenge  fweetly. 
Neice.  ’Lafs,  ’tis  her  parr,  (he  knows  her  Place  fo  well  yonder  * 
Always  when  Women  jump  upon  threefcore, 

Love  fiioves  ’em  from  the  Chamber  to  the  Door. 

Cum  Thou  art  a  precious  (he- Wit.  [ Exeunt . 


ACT  y.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Cunningham,  at  one  Door  }  Witty-Pate,  Ruinous,  LadyVLui* 

nous,  and  Prifcian,  at  the  other. 

Can.  T^Rtend,  met  in  the  Harved  of  our  Defigns,  , 

Jr  Not  a  Thought  but’s  bufie.  Witty.  I  knew  it  Man, 
And  that  made  me  provide  thefe  needful  Reapers, 

Hooks,  Rakers,  Gleaners  •,  we’ll  fing  it  home 
With  a  melodious  Horn-pipe}  this  is  the  Bond, 

That  as  we  further  in  your  great  Affair, 

You’ll  fuffer  us  to  glean,  pick  up  for  Crums,  :  "  , 

And  it  we  fnatch  a  Handful  from  the  Sheaf, 

You  will  not  look  a  Churl  on’s.  Cun.  Friend,  we’ll  lhare 

The  Sheaves  of  Cold,  only  the  Love  Acre 

Shall  be  peculiar.  Hi  tty.  Much  good  do  you,  Sir, 

Away,  you  know  your  way,  and  your  day*  get  you 
The  Mufick  ready,  while  we  prepare  the  Dancers. 

Rnin.  We  are  a  ConforL  of  our  feives* 
jp rtf.  And  can  ftrike  up  luftily. 

Witty.  You  muft  bring,  Sir  Fop.  Cun.  That’s  perfe& enough. 
$u;n.  Bring  all  the  Fops  you  can,  the  more  the  better  Fare, 

G  S* 
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So  the  Proverb  runs  backwards  {Exeunt  Ruin  and  Prif, 

L.  Ruin.  I’ll  bring  the  Ladies.  [Exit, 

Witty.  Do  fo  firft,  and  then  the  Fops  will  follow} 

I  mull  to  my  Father,  he  muft  make  one.  [Exit, 

Enter  two  Servants  with  a  Banquet. 

Cun.  While  1  difpatch  a  Bufinefs  with  the  Knight, 

And  I  go  with  you.  Well  faid,  l  thank  you; 

This  fmall  Banquet  will  furnifh  our  few  Guefls 
With  tafle  and  ftate  enough;  one  reach  my  Gown, 

The  A&ion  craves  it,  rather  than  the  Weather, 
i  Ser.  There's  one  flays  to  fpeak  with  you,  Sir. 

Cun.  What  is  he? 

f  Ser.  Faith  I  know  not  what;  Sir,  a  Fool,  I  think, 

That  fomc  Broker’s  Shop  has  made  half  a  Gentleman} 

Has  the  Name  of  a  Worthy  too.  Cun.  Pompey?  I’stnot? 
i  Ser.  That’s  he,  Sir. 

Cun.  Alas,  poor  Fellow,  prithee  enter  him,  he  will  need  too. 
Enter  fecond  Servant  with  a  Gown. 

He  fhall  ferve  for  a  Witnefs.  Oh  Gramercy, 

If  my  Friend  Sir  Gregory  comes,  you  know  him, 

Enter  Clown. 

Entertain  him  kindly.  Oh  Mailer  Porvpey,  how  is’c  Man  ? 

Clown.  ’Snails,  I’m  almoft  ftarv’d  with  Love,  and  Cold,  and  one 
thing  or  other} 

Has  not  my  Lady  fent  for  me  yet? 

Cun.  Not  that  I  hear;  fure  fome  unfriendly  MelTenger 
Is  employ'd  betwixt  you. 

Clown.  I  wasnee’r  fo  cold  in  my  Life,  in  my  Confcience  I  have  been 
feven  Miles  in  length,  along  the  New  River }  I  have  feen  a  hundred 
Tickle  Bags:  1  do  not  think  but  there’s  Gudgeons  too  }  'twill ne’er 
be  a  true  Water.'  .*  t 

Cm.  Why  think  you  fo? 

Clown.  I  warrant  you,  1  told  a  thoufand  Millers  Thumbs  in  it. 

I’ll  make  a  little  bold  with  your  Sweet-meats. 

Cun.  And  welcome,  Fonipey. 

Clown.  •  Tis  a  flrange  thing,  I  have  no  tafle  in  any  thing. 

Cun.  Oh,  that’s  Love,  that  diftafles  any  thing  but  it  felf. 

Clown.  ’Tis  worfethan  Cheefe  in  that  Point.  May  not  a  Man  break 
his  Word  with  a  Lady?  1  could  find  in  my  Heart  and  my  Hofe,  too. 
Cun.  By  no  means,  Sir,  th  at  breaks  all  the  Laws  of  Love. 

Clown.  Well,  I’ll  ne’er  pafs  my  Word  without  my  Deed 
To  a  Lady,  while  I  live  again.  I  would  fain  recover  my  Tafle* 

Cun.  We'l,  I  have  News  to  tell  you. 

Clown.  Good  News,  Sir? 

Cun.  Happy  News,  I  help  you  away  with  a  Rival,  your  Matter 
be  flow'd. 

Clown. 
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Clown.  Where,  for  this  Plumb’s  fake 

Cun.  Nay,  liften  me. 

Clown.  I  warrant  you.  Sir,  I  have  two  Ears  to  one  Mouth? 

I  hear  no  more  than  I  eat,  I’d  ne’er,  row  by  T9 ueen-Hith  . 

While  I  liv’d  elfe. 

Cun .  I  have  a  Wife  for  him,  and  thou  {halt  witnefs  the  Contract 

Clown.  The  old  one  1  hope,  ’tis  not  the  Lady  ? 

Cun.  Choak  him  firft,  *tis  one  which  thou  {halt  fee. 

See  him,  fee  him  deceiv’d,  fee  the  Deceit,  only 
The  Injun&ion  is,  you  (hall  fmile  with  Modefty? 

Clown.  HI  fimper  i’faith,  as  cold  as  I  am  yet}  the  old  one  I  hope? 

Enter  Servant 

Ser.  Sir,  here’s  Sir  Gregory. 

Cun.  U’d  fo,  fheiter,  {belter,  if  you  be  feen 
All’s  ravell’d  out  again  5  Hand  there  private, 

And  you’ll  iind  the  very  Opportunity 
To  call  you  forth,  and  place  you  at  the  Table. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

You  SfS  welcome,  Sir,  this  Banquet  will  ferve, 

When  it  is  crown:d  with  filch  a  Dainty  as  you 
Expe£t,  and  muft  have. 

Sir  Greg.  Tufti,  thefc  Sweet-Meats  are  but  Sauce  to  that :] 

Well,  if  there  be  any  Honefty,  or  true  Word  in  a  Dream, 

She’s  mine  own,  nay,  and  chang’d  extreamly, 

Not  the  fame  Woman.  Cun.  Who,  not  the  Lady? 

Sir  Greg.  No,  not  to  me,  the  Edge  of  her  Tongue  is  taken  offj 
Gives  me  very  good  Words,  turn’d  upfide  down  to  me. 

An  we  live  as  quietly  as  two  Tortoifes ,  if  (he  hold  on, 

As  fhe  began  in  my  Dream.  [ Soft  Mufchl 

Cun.  Nay,  if  Love  fend  forth  fuch  Predi&ions,  :  - 
You  are  bound  to  believe  'em,  there’s  the  Watch- Word 
Of  her  coming*,  to  your  pradis’d.part  now, 

If  you  hit  it,  Mquus  Cupido  nobis .  {Both  go  into  the  Gownl 

Sir  Greg.  1  will  warrant  you,  Sir,  I  will  give  Arms  to 
Your  Gentry,  look  you  forward  to  your  Bufinefs* 

1  am  an  Eye  behind  you,  place  jier  in  that  Chair, 

And  let  me  alone  to  grope  her  our. 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Cun.  Silence.  Lady,  your  fweet  Prefence  illuftrates 
This  homely  Roof,  and,  as  courfe  Entertainment} 

But  where  Affe&ions  are  both  Holt  and  Gueft, 

They  cannot  meet  unkindly }  pleafe  you  fit, 

Your  fomething  long  Stay  made  me  unmannerly. 

To  place  before  you,  you  know  this  Friend  here. 

He’s  my  Gueft,  and  more  efpecially, 

That  this  our  Meeting  might  not  be  too  fingle, 
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Without  a  Witnefs  to’t.  ,  K 

Mir.  I  came  not  unrefolv’d,  Sir, 

And  when  our  Hands  are  clafp’d  in  that  firm  Faith 

Which  I exped  from  you,  Fame  fhall  be  bold 

To  fpeak  the  loudeft  on’t:  Oh  you  grafp  me 

Somewhat  too  hard,  Friend.  Cun.  That’s  Love’s  eager  Will, 

I’ll  touch  it  gcntlier.  [K'JJe*  her  Hand . 

Mir.  That’s  too  low  in  you, 

Lefs  it  be  doubly  recompene’d  in  me.  [She  Ktjfes  his  Hand. 

Clown.  Pub,  1  muft  (lop  my  Mouth,  I  (hall  be'choakt  elfe. 

Cun.  Come,  we’ll  not  play  and  trifle  with  Delays, 

We  met  to  join  thefe  Hands,  and  willingly 
I  cannot  leave  it ’till  Confirmation. 

Mir.  One  Word  firft,  how  does  your  Friend,  kind  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Cun.  Why  do  you  mention  him?  You  love  him  not. 

Mir.  1  (hall  love  you  the  lefs  if  you  fay  fo,  Sir, 

In  troth  1  love  him,  but  ’tis  you  deceive  him, 

This  flattering  Hand  of  yours  does  rob  him,  and  I  know 
I  /hall  have  Hate  for’c,  his  Hate  extreamly. 

Cun.  Why  I  thought  you  had  not  come  fo  weakly  arm’d : 

Upon  my  Life  the  Knight  will  love  you  for’r, 

Exceedingly  love  you,  for  ever  love  you. 

Mir.  Ay,  you’ll  perfwade  me  fo.  Cun.  Why,  he’s  my  Friend,, 
'And  wifliesme  a  Fortune  equal  with  him, 

I  know  and  dare  fpeak  it  for  him. 

Mir.  Oh,  this  Hand  betrays  him,  you  might  remember  him  in 
fome  Courtefie  yet  at  leaft. 

Cun.  I  thank  your  Help  in’t  •,  here’s  to  his  Health, 

Wherc-e’erhe  be. 

Mr.  I'll  pledge  it,  were  it  againft  my  Health. 

Clown.  Oh,  oh,  my  Heart  hops  after  twelve  Mile  a  Day,  upon/ 
a  good  Return,  now  could  I  walk  three  hundred  Mile  a-foot,  and 
laugh  forwards  and  backwards. 

/  Mir.  You’ll  take  the  Knight’s  Health,  Sir. 

Clown.  Yes,  yes  forfooth,  oh  my  Sides!  Such  a  Banquet  once  a. 
Week,  would  make  me  grow  fat  in  a  Fortnight. 

Cun.  Well,  now  to  clofe  our  Meeting,  with  the  clofe 
Of  mutual  Hands  and  Hearts,  thus  I  begin, 

Here  in  Heav’ns  Eye,  and  all  Loves  facred  Pov/rs,. 

{ Which  in  my  Prayers  Hand  propitious) 

!  knit  this  holy  Hand  faft,  and  with  this  Hand 
The  Heart  that  owes  this  Hand,  ever  binding 
By  force  of  this  initiating  Contrad 
Both  Heart  and  Hand  in  Love,  Faith,  Loyalty,, 

Eftate,  or  what  to  them  belongs,  in  all  the  Dues, 

Rights  and  Honours  of  a  faithful  Husband, 
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And  this  firm  Vow,  henceforth  ’till  Death,  to  fland 
Irrevocable,  feal’d  both  with  Heart  and  Hand. 

Mir.  Which  thus  Ifecond*  but  oh,  Sir  Gregory. 

Cun.  Again?  This  Interpofition’s  ill,  beiieve  me. 

Mir.  Here,  in  Heav’ns  Eye,  and  all  Love’s  facred  Pow’rs, 

I  knit  this  holy  Hand  faft,  and  with  this  Hand 
The  Heart  that  owes  this  Hand,  ever  binding 
Both  Heart  and  Hand  in  Love,  Honour,  Loyalty, 

Eftate,  or  what  to  them  belongs,  in  all  the  Dues, 

Rights  and  Duties  of  a  true  and  faithful  Wife* 

And  this  firm  Vow,  henceforth  ’till  Death,  to  Hand 
Irrevocable,  feal’d  both  jwkKHearr  and  Hand. 

Sir  Greg.  A  full  Agreement  oia  both  parts. 

Cun.  Ay,  here’s  Withefs  of  that. 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  I  have  over-reach’d  you  Lady,  and  that’s  mttch. 
For  any  Knight  in  England  to  over-reach  a  Lady. 

Mir.  I  rejoyce  in  my  Deceit,  i  am  a  Lady 
Now,  I  thank.you,  Sir.  Clown.  Good  Morrow,  Lady  Fop . 

Sir  Greg.  ’Snails,  I’m  gull’d,  made  a  worth ipful  Afs, 

This  is  not  my  Lady.  / 1 

Cun.  But  it  is,  Sir,  and  true  as  your  Dream  cold  you, 

That  your  Ladywas-beceme  another  Woman. 

Sir  Greg.  I’ll  have  another  Lady,  Sir,  if  there  were  no  more  La® 
dies  in  London ,  blindman  Buff  is  an  unlawful  Game. 

Cun.  Come  down  on  your  Knees  firft,  and  thank  your  Stars. 

Sir  Greg.  A  fire  of  my  Stars,  I  may  thank  you,  I  think. 

Cun.  So  you  may  pray  for  me,  and  honour  me, 

That  have  preferv’d  you  from  a  lafting  Torment, 

For  a  perpetual  Comfort  j  did  you  call  me  Friend? 

Sir  Greg.  I  pray  pardon  me  for  that,  1  did  mif-call  you,  I-Confefs.1 

Cun.  And  fhould  I,  receiving  fuch  a  thankful  Name, 

Abufe  it  in  the  a£t?  Should  I  fee  my  Friend 
Bafled,  difgrac’d,  without  any  Reverence 
To  your  Title,  to  be  call’d  Slave,  Rafcal? 

Nay,  curft  to  your  Face,  fool’d,  fcorn’d,  beaten  down 

With  a  Woman’s  peevifh  Hate,  yet  1  fhould  (land 

And  fuffer  you  to  be  loft,  call  away  ?  >?' 

I  would  have  feen  you  buried  quick  firft, 

Your  Spurs  of  Knighthood  to  have  wanted  Rowels, 

And  to  be  kick  d  from  your  Heels*  Slave,  Rafcal? 

Hear  this  Tongue. 

Mr.  My  deareft  Love,  fweet  Knight,  my  Lord,  my  Husband, 

Cun.  So,  this  is  not  Slave  and  Rafcal  then. 

Mir.  What  (hall  your  Eye  command,  but  {hail  be  done. 

In  all  the  Duties  of  a  loyal  Wife? 

Cun .  Good,  good,  are  not  Curfes  fitter  for  you?  wer’t  not  better 

You 


54  "  Wit  at  federal  Weapon  jv 

Your  Head  were  broke  with' the  handle  of  a  Fan, 

Or  your  Nofe  bor’d  with  a  filver  Bodkin? 

Mir .  Why,  I  will  be  a  Servant  in  your  Lady. 

Cun.  ’Pox,  but  you  fhall  not,  fhe’s  too  good  for  you, 

This  Contra£l  fhall  be  a  nullity,  I’ll  break’t  off, 

And1  fee  you  better  beftow’d. 

Sir  Greg.  ’Slid,  but  you  fhall  not,  Sir,  ihc’s  mine  own,  and  I 
am  hers,  and  we  are  one  anothers  lawfully,  and  let  me  fee  him  that 
will  take  her  away  by  the  Civil  Law:  If  you  be  my  Friend,  keep 
you  fo,  if  you  have  done  me  a  good  turn,  do  not  hit  me  i’th’  Teeth 
with’t,  that’s  not  the  part  of  a  Friend. 

Cun.  If  you  be' content— *— 

S.r  Greg.  Content?  1  was  never  in  better  Contention  in  my  Life, 
I’ll  not  change  her  for  both  the  Exchanges ,  New  or  the  Old-7 
Come,  kits  me  boldly.  Clown.  Give  you  joy,  Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  Sir,  i  thank  you  as  much  as  though  I  did,  you  are 
belov’d  of  Ladies,  you  fee  we  are  glad  of  under- Women. 

Clown.  Ladies?  let  not  the  Ladies  be  difgrac’d,  yoirare  as  it  were 
a  married  Man,  and  have  a  Family,  and  for  the  Party’s  fake  that  was 
unnam’d  before,  being  Peafe-cod  time,  I  am  appeas’d,  yet  I  would 
wi(h  you  make  a  Ruler  of  your  Tongue^ 

Cun.  Nay,  no  diflention  here,  I  muft  bar  that* 

And  this,  Friend,  I  entreat  you,  and  be  advis’d, 

Let  this  private  Contratt  be  yet  conceal’d, 

And  ftill  fupport  a  feeming  Face  of  Love 
Unto  the  Lady;  mark  how  it  avails  you, 

And  quits  all  her  Scorns:  Her  Uncle  is  now  hot 
In  purfuit  of  the  Match,  and  will  enforce  her, 

Bend  her  proud  Stomach,  that  fhe  (hall  proffer 
Her  felf  to  you,  which  when  you  have  flouted. 

And  laugh’d  your  fill  ar,  you  fhall  fcorn  her  off, 

With  all  your  difgraces  trebled  upon  her,  *** 

For  there  the  Pride  of  all  her  Heart  will  bow, 

When  you  fhall  foot  her  from  you,  not  fhe  you. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  i’faith ;  I’ll  continue  it.  I’d  fain  laugh  at  the  old 
Fellow  too,  for  he  has  abufd  me  as  feurvilyas  his  Neice,  my  Knight¬ 
hood’s  upon  the  Spur,  we’ll  go  to  Bed,  and  then  to  Church  as  Taft 
as  we  can.  [Exe.  Sir  Greg,  and  Mirab. 

Clown.  I  do  wonder  I  do  not  hear  of  the  Lady  yer. 

Cun.  The  good  Minute  may  come  fooncr  than  we  are  aware  of, 
I  do  not  think  but  ’twill  e’er  Night  yer,  as  near  as  *tis. 

Clown .  Well,  I  will  go  walk  by  the  New-River ,  in  that  Medita¬ 
tion,  1  am  o’er  Shoes,  I’m  furc  upon  the  dry  Bank;  this  gullery  of 
my  Mafter  will  keep  me  company  this  two  hours  too,  if  Love  were 
not  an  Enemy  to  Laughter,  1  fliould  drive  away  the  time  well  e- 
noughj  you  know  my  Walk,  Sir,  if  fhe  fends,  Iihall  be  found  An- 
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gling,  for  I  will  try  what  !  can  catch  for  luck  fa  kef  I  will  fi  (h  fair 
for  ’c. 

Oil  Knight,  that  thou  rtiould’ft  be  gull’d  fo ;  ha,  ha,  it  does  me 

good  at  Heart,  - 

But  oh,  Lady,  thou  tak’ft  down  my  merry  part.  r Exit' 

Enter  Witty-pate. 

Witty.  Friend.  Cun.  Here  Friend. 

Witty.  All’s  afoot,  and  will  go  fmooth  away, 

The  Woman  has  conquer’d  the  Women,  they  are  gone* 

Which  I  have  already  complain’d  to  my  Father, 

Suggefting  that  Sir  Gregory  is  fall’n  off 
From  his  Charge,  for  Negle&s  and  ill  Ufage, 

And  that  he  is  moft  violently  bent 

On  Gentry's  Wife  (whom  1  have  call’d  a  Widow) 

And  that  without  moft  fudden  Prevention 

He  will  be  married  to  her.  Cun.  All  this  is  wrong. 

This  wings  his  Purfuit,  and  will  be  before  mej  lam  loft  for  ever.' 

Witty.  No,  ftay,  you  (hall  not  go 
But  with  my  Father,  on  my  Wit  let  it  lie, 

You  {hall  appear  a  friendly  Afiiftant, 

To  help  in  all  Affairs,  and  in  Execution 
Help  yoiirfelf  only.  Cun .  Would  my  Belief 

Were  ftrong  in  this  Affurance.  Witty.  You  (hall  credit  itf 
And  my  Wit  {hall  be  your  Slave  if  it  deceive  you. 

Enter  Old  Knight. 

My  Father - — 

OldK.  Oh  Sir?  You  arc  well  met,  where’s  the  Knight  your  Friend? 
Cun.  Sir,  I  think  your  Son  has  told  you. 

Witty.  Shall  I  ftand  to  telPc  again?  I  tell  you  he  loves, 

But  not  my  Kinfwomanj  her  bafe  Ufage, 

And  your  flack  Performance,  which  he  accufes  moft 
Indeed,  has  turn’d  the  Knight’s  Heart  upfide  down. 

Old  K.  I’ll  curb  her  for’t  \  can  he  be  but  recover’d, 

He  ihall  have  her,  and  flie  {hall  be  dutiful, 

And  love  him  as  a  Wife  too.  Witty.  With  that  condition  Sir*' 

I  dare  rccal  him  were  he  enter’d  the  Church, 

So  much  Intereft  of  Love  1  allure  in  him. 

OldK,  Sir,  it  (hall  be  no  lofs  to  you  if  you  do. 

Witty.  Ay,  but  thefe  are  Words  Hill,  will  not  the  Deeds 
Be  wanting  at  the  Recovery,  if  it  fhould  be  again. 

Old  K.  Why  here,  Fool,  lam  provided,  five  hundred  in  earneff, 

Of  the  thoufands  in  her  Dower  j  but  were  they  married  once 
I'd  cut  himlhort  enough,  that’s  my  Agreement. 

Witty.  Ay,  I  now  perceive  fome  purpofe  in  you,  Father. 

Old  K.  But  wherefore  is  {he  then  ftol’n  out  of  Doors  to  him? 

Witty.  To  him  ?  oh  fie  upon  your  Error,  {he  has  another  Ob- 
je&,  believe  it,  Sir.  Old  Kt 
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Old  K.  I  never  could  perceive  ir. 

Cun.  1  did,  and  to  her  Shame  I  fhould  (peak  it, 

To  my  own  Sorrow  l  Taw  it,  Dalliance, 

Nay,  Dotage  with  avery  Clown,  a  Fool. 

Old  K.  Wit  and  Wantons.?  nothing  elfe?  nothing  elfe? 

She  love  a  Fool?  (he’ll  fooner  make  a  Fool 

Of  a  wife  Man.  Cun.  Ay,  my  Friend  complains  fo. 

Sir  Gregory  fays  flatly,  (he  makes  a  Fool  of  him, 

And  thefe  bold  Circumftances  are  approv’d; 

Favours  have  been  fent  by  him,  yet  he  ignorant 
Whither  to  carry  ’em  j  they  have  been  underftood,  j 
And  taken  from  him:  Certain,  Sir,  there  is 
An  unfufpc&cd  Fellow  lies  conceal’d. 

What,  or  where- e’er  he  is,  thefe  flight  negle&s 
Could  not  be  of  a  Knight  elfe. 

Old  K,  Well,  Sir,  you  have  promis’d  (if  we  recover  him 
Unmarried )  to  falvc  all  thefe  old  Bruifes  ? 

Cun.  I’ll  do  my  beft,  Sir. 

Old  K.  I  lhall  thank  you,  coftly,  Sir,  and  kindly  too. 

Witty.  Will  you  talk  away  the  time  here,  Sir,  and  come  behind 
all  your  purpofes? 

Old  K.  Away  good  Sir. 

Witty .  Then  flay  a  little,  good  Sir,  for  my  Advice. 

Why  Father,  are  you  broke?  your  Wit  beggar’d, 

Or  are  you  at  your  wits  end?  or  out  of 
Love  with  Wit?  no  trick  of  Wit  to  fuprize 
Thofe  defigns,  but  with  an  open  Hue  and  Cry, 

For  all  the  World  to  talk  on?  this  is  ftrange, 

You  were  not  wont  to  (lubber  a  Project  fo. 

OldK ,  Can  you  help  at  a  pinch  now?  (hew  your  felf 
My  Son?  go  too,  I  leave  this  to  your  Wic, 

Becaufe  I’ll  make  a  proof  on’t.  Witty.  ’Tis  thus  then, 

1  have  had  late  Intelligence,  they  are  now 
Buckfom  as  Bacchus  Froes,  Revelling,  Dancing, 

Telling  the  Muflck’s  numbers  with  their  Feet, 

Awaiting  the  meeting  of  permonilh’d  Friends, 

That’s  queftionlefs,  little  dreading  you  .• 

Now  Sir,  with  a  dextrous  trick  indeed,  fudden 
And  fufficient  were  well,  to  enter  on  ’em 
As  fomething  like  the  Abftraft  of  a  Mafque  j 
What  though  few  Perfons?  if  beft  for  our  purpofe, 

That  commends  the  Projed.  Old  K.  This  takes  up  time.' 

Witty.  Not  at  all,  I  can  prefently  furniftt 
With  loofe  Difguifes  that  (hall  fit  that  Scene. 

OldlC  Why  what  wants  then? 

Witty .  Nothing  but  charge  of  the  Mufick, 
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Old  K.  That  ftiall  be  ray  Charges,  I  II  pay  thb  Muficfc* 

Whatc’er  it  colt. 

Witty.  And  that  fhall  be  all  your  Charge^ 

Now  on,  l  like  it,  there  will  be  Wit  in’t,  Father. 

[Ext.  Old  K.  and  Wittv. 

Cun  I  will  neither  didruft  his  Wit  nor  Friendfhip, 

Yet  if  his  Mailer’s  Brain  fhould  be  o’erthrown. 

My  Refolution  now  fhall  feize  mine  own.  \_Exlt. 

Enter  Neice,  Lady  Ruinous,  Gn*rdianejsy  Ruinous  and  Prifcian9 

{with  Injlruments  mafqued) 

L.  Ruin.  Nay,  let’s  have  Mufick,  let  that  fweet  breath  at  lead 
Give  us  her  airy  welcome,  ’twill  be  the  bed 
I  fear  this  ruin’d  Receptacle  will  yield, 

But  that  mod  freely;  Neice.  My  Welcome  follows  me, 

Elfe  I  am  ill  $  come  hither,  you  allure  me 
Still  Mr.  Cunningham  will  be  here,  and  that  it  was 
THis  kind  entreaty  that  wifh’d  me  meet  him; 

LvRuin.  Elfe  let  me  be  that  fhame  unto  my  Sex, 

That  all  belief  may  fly  ’em.  Neice.  Continue  dill 
The  Knight’s  Name  unto  roy  Guardianefs, 

She  expeds  no  other.  L.  Ruin.  He  will,  he  will,  aflbre  you 
Lady,  Sir  Gregory  will  be  here,  and  fuddcnly : 

This  Mufick  fore-rau  him  j  is’t  not  fo  Confort? 


Ruin.  Yes  Lady,  he  days  on  fome  Device  to  bring  along. 

Such  a  labour  he  was  bufie  in,  fome  witty  Device. 

Neice.  ’Twill  be  long  e’er  he  comes  then,  for  Wit’s 
A  great  Labour  to  him. 

Guard.  Well,  well,  you’ll  agree  better  one  Day* 

Neice.  Scarce  two,  I  think. 

Guard,  Such  a  mocking-beggar  Suit  of  Cloaths  as  led  me 
Into  the  Fool’s  pair  of  Dice,  with  Dewze  Ace, 

He  that  would  make  me  Midrefs  C«»,  Cun,  Cuntiie , 

He’s  quite  out  of  my  Mind,  but  I  fhall  ne’er 
Forget  him  while  I  have  hole  in  my  Head} 

Such  a  one  I  think  would  pleafe  you  better, 

Though  he  did  abufeyou-  Ruin.  Fye,  fpeak  well  of  him  novr. 
Your  Neice  has  quitted  him.  Guard.  I  hope  fhe  has, 

Elfe  die  lofes  for  ever*  but  for  Sir  Gregory , 

Would  he  were  come,  I  fhall  ill  anfwcr  this 

Unto  your  Uncle  elfe.  Neice-  You  know  *tis  his  Pleafure 

I  fhould  keep  him  Company.  Guard.  Ay,  and  fhould  be  yourownj 

If  you  did  well  too }  Lord,  I  do  wonder 

At  the  Nicenefs  of  you  Ladies  now-a-days, 

They  mud  have  Husbands  with  fo  much  Wit  forfooth. 

Worfliip  and  Wealth  were  both  wont  to  be 
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In  better  requeft  I’m  fure,  I  cannot  tel), 

But  they  get  ne’er  the  wifer  Children  that  I  Tee. 

L.  Ruin.  La,  la,  la,  la,  Sol,  this  Mufick  breaths  in  vain* 
Methinks  ’tis  cull  to  let  it  move  alone, 

Lei’s  have  a  Female  Motion,  ’tis  in  private. 

And  we’ll  grace’t  our  felves,  however  it  deferves. 

Neice.  What  fay  you,  Guardianefs  .<* 

Guard.  ’Lafs  I’m  weary  with  the  Walk, 

My  jaunting  Days  are  done. 

L.  Ruin.  Come,  come,  we’ll  fetch  her  in  by  courfe,  or  ehe 
She  (hall  pay  the  Mufick. 

Guard.  Nay,  I’ll  have  a  little  for  my  Mony  then.' 

\jtbey  dance ,  a  Cornet  is  winded , 

L.  Ruin.  Hark?  upon  my  Life  the  Knight 5  ’tis  your  Friend, 
This  was  ihe  warning-piece  of  his  Approach. 

Enter  Old  Knight,  Witty-pate,  and  Cunningham,  Mafqu'd,  and 

take  them  to  Dance. 

L.  Ruin.  Ha?  No  Words  but  mum?  Well  then. 

We  {hall  need  no  Counfel- keeping. 

Neice.  Cunningham}  Cun.  Yes  fear  nothing. 

Neice.  Fear?  Why  do  you  tell  me  of  it? 

Cun.  Your  Uncle’s  here.  Neice.  Aye  me. 

Cun.  Peace.  Old  A.  We  have  caught  ’em.1 

Witty.  Thank  my  Wif,  Father, 

Guard.  Which  is  the  Knight,  think  you? 

Neice.  1  know  not,  he  will  be  found  when  he  fpeaks, 

No  Mafque  can  difguife  his  Tongue. 

Witty.  Are  you  charg’d?  Old  K.  Are  you  awake? 

Witty.  I’m  anfwer’d  in  a  Queftion. 

Cun.  Next  Change  we  meet,  we  loofe  our  Hands  no  more. 
Neice.  Are  you  prepar’d  to  tie  ’em?  Cun.  Yes. 

You  mufti  g°  with  roe. 

Guard.  Whither,  Sir?  Not  from  my  Charge,  believe  me.' 

Cun .  She  goes  along. 

Neice.  W  ill  you  venture,  and  my  Uncle  here  ? 

Cnn.  His  Stay’s  prepar'd  for. 

Guard.  ’Tis  the  Knight  fure,  I’ll  follow. 

A  [Exe.  Cun.  Neicc.  Guard. 

Old  K.  How  now,  the  Mufick  tir’d  before  us? 

Ruin.  Yes,  Sir,  we  muft  be  paid  now. 

Witty.  Oh  that’s  my  Charge,  Father. 

Old  K.  But  flay,  where  are  our  wanton  Ladies  gone  ?  Son,  where 

are  they  ? 

Witty.  Only  chang’d  the  Room  in  a  Change,  that’i  all  fure. 

Old  1C.  I  ll  make  ’em  all  fure  elfe,  and  then  return  to  you. 

Ruin.  You  nauft  pay  for  your  Mufick  firft,  Sir, 

Old  K. 
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O/Jtf.  Mad?  Are  there  mudy  Fidlers?  Are  Beggars  Chufers  now? 
Ha?  Whv  Witty-pate ,  Son,  where  am  I? 

Witty.  You  were  dancing  e’en  now,,  in  good  Meafure,  Sir; 

Is  ycur  Health  mifcarried  firice?  What  ail  you,  Sir  i 
Old  K.  Death,  I  may  be  gull’d  to  my  Face,  where’s  my  Neice? 
W  hat  are  you  ?  . 

h.  Ruin.  None  of  your  Neice,  Sir. 

Old  K:  How  now?  Have  you  loud  Indruments  too?  I’ll  hear 
No  more,  I  thank  you  \  what  have  1  done  tro 
To  bring  thefe  Fears  about  me?  Son,  where  am  I? 

Witty.  Not  where  you  lhould  be,  Sir,  you  lhould  be  paying 
For  your  Mufick,  and  you  are  in  a  maze. 

Old  K.  Oh,  is’t  fo,  put  up,  put  up,  I  pray  you, 

Here’s  a  Crown  for  you.  L.  Ruin .  Pi/h,  a  Crown? 

Ruin.  FriJ .  Ha,  ha,  a  Crown? 

Old  K.  Which  way  do  you  laugh?  I  have  feena  Crown  has  made 
a  Confort  laugh  heartily. 

Witty.  Father, 

To  tell  you  truth,  thefe  are  no  ordinary 
Muficians,  they  expeft  a  Bounty 
Above  their  pundual  defert. 

Old  K.  A - -on  your  Punks  and  their  Deferts  too. 

Am  l  not  cheated  all  this  while,  think  you? 

Is  not  your  Pate  in  this?  Witty .  If  you  be  cheated. 

You  are  not  tobeindi&ed  for  your  own  Goods* 

Here  you  trifle  time  to  market  your  Bounty 
And  make  it  bafe,  when  it  mull  needs  be  free 
For  ought  I  can  perceive.  *  i  , 

Old  K.  Will  you  know  the  lowed  price,  Sir? 

Witty-  That  I  will,  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Old  K.  Unlefs  I  was  difeover’d,  and  they  now  fled 
Home  again  for  fear,  I  am  abfolutely  beguil’d. 

That’s  the  bed  can  be  hop’d  for. 

Witty.  Faith  ’tis  fomewhat  too  dear  yet,  Gentlemen.' 

Ruin*  There’s  not  a  Denier  to  be  bated,  Sir. 

Old  K.  Now,  Sir,  how  dear  is  it? 

Witty.  Bate  but  the  t’other  ten  Pound. 

Trif.  Not  a  Bawbee,  Sir. 

Old  Kr  How?  Bate  ten  Pound?  What’s  the  whole  SCim  then? 
Witty.  Faith,  Sir,  a  hundred  Pound,  with  much  ado 
I  got  fifty  bated,  and  faith  Father,  to  fay  truth, 

’  Fis  reafonable  for  Men  of  their  Falhion. 

Old  K.  La,  la,  la,  down,  a  hundred  Pound?  la*  la,  la. 

You  are  a  Confort  of  Thieves,  are  you  not? 

Witty.  No  Muficians,  Sir,  I  told  you  before. 

Old  K,  Fiddle  faddle,  is  it  not  a  Robbery?  a  plain  Robbery? 

Ha  Witty, 
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Witty ,  No,  no,  no,  by  no  means  Father,  you  have  receiv’d 
For  your  Mony,  nay  and  that  you  cannot  give  bflek, 

’Tis  fomewhat  dear  I  confefs,  but  who  can  help  it  ? 

If  they  had  been  agreed  with  before-hand,  >  _  , 

*T\vas  ill  forgotten. 

Old  K.  Arid  how  many  Shares  have  you  in  this?  I  fee  my  force, 
Cafe  up  your  Inftruments,  i  yield,  here,  as  robb’d  and 
Taken  from  me,  I  deliver  it.  , 

Witty.  No,  Sir,  you  have  perform’d  your  Promife  now, 

Which  was,  to  pay  the  charge  of  Mufick,  that’s  all. 

Old  K.  1  have  heard  no  Mufick,  1  have  receiv'd  none,  Sir, 

There’s  none  to  be  found  in  me,  nor  about  me. 

Witty.  Why,  Sir,  here’s  Witncfs  againftyou,  you  have  danc’d, 

And  ho  that  dances  acknowledges  a  Receipt  of  Mufick. 

Old  K.  I  deny  that,  Sir,  look  you,  1  can  dance  without  Mufick, 
do  you  fee,  Sir?  And  1  can  fing  without  it  too*  you  are  a  Confoit 
of  Thieves,  do  you  hear  what  I  do  ? 

Witty.  Pray  take  you  heed,  Sir,  if  you  do  move  the  Mufick  a- 
gain,  it  may  cofl  you  as  much  more. 

Old  K.  Hold,  hold,  I’ll  depart  quietly,  I  need  not  bid  you  fare- 
wcl,  I  think  now,  fo  long  as  that  hundred  Pound  lafts  with  you. 

Enter  Guardianefs 
Ha,  ha,  am  I  fnapt  i’faith? 

Guard.  Oh,  Sir  Perfidious.  (dear,  j 

OldK.  I,  I,  fome  howling  another  while,  Mufick’s  too  damnable 

Guard.  Oh  Sir,  my  Heart-firings  are  broke,  if  I  can  but  live  to 
tell  you  the  Tale,  l  care  not,  your  Neice  my  Charge  is-  .— ■■  ■  • 

Old  K.  W  hat,  is  fhe  fick  ? 

Guard.  No,  no,  Sir,  file’s  luftily  well  married. 

OldK.  To  whom? 

Guard.  Oh,  to  that  cunning  Diflemblcr  Cunningham . 

Old  K.  I’ll  hang  the  Pricft  firfl,  what  was  he? 

Guard.  Your  Kinfman,  Sir,  that  has  the  Welch  Benefice; 

Old  K.  I  fav’d  him  from  the  Gallows  to  that  end,  good  5  is  there 
any  more  ? 

Guard .  And  Sir  Gregory  is  married  too. 

Old  K.  To  my  Neice  too,  I  hope,  and  then  I  may  hang  her; 

Guard.  No,  Sir,  to  my  Neice,  thank  Cupid ?  and  that’s  all  that’s 
likely  to  recover  me,  fire’s  Lady  Fop  now,  and  l  am  one  of  her 
Aunts,  1  thank  my  Promotion. 

Enter  Credulous,  Cunningham,  Neice ,  Sir  Gregory,  and  Mirabel. 

Oed.  I  have  perform’d  your  beil,  Sir. 

Old  K.  What  have  you  perform’d,  Sir?  { 

Witty.  Faith,  1  mufi  excufe  my  Coufin  in  this  aft. 

If  you  can  excufe  your  felf  for  making  him 

Piiefh  there’s  the  moil  difficile  Anfwer. 
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I  put  this  pra&ice  on  him,  as  from  your  defire: 

A  truth,  a  truth,  Father.  (Name, 

Cred.  I  proreft,  Sir,  he  tells  you  truth,  h£  mov’d  me  to’t  in  your 
Old  K.  1  proreft,  Sir,  he  told  you  a  Lie  in  my  Name*  and  were 
you  fo’  eafie,  Mr.  Credulous ,  to  believe  him  ? 

Cred.  If  a  Man  fiiould  not  believe  his  Coufin,  Sir,  whom  fliould 
he  believe? 


Old  K.  Good  e’en  to  you,  good  Mr.  Coufin  Cunningham^ 

And  your  fair  Bride,  my  Coufin  Cunningham  too, 

And  how  do  you  do  Sir  Gregory ,  with  your  fair  Lady? 

Sir.Greg.  A  little  better  than  you  would  have  had  me,  I  thank 
you,  Sir  5  the  days  of  Puppy,  and  Slave,  andRafcal,  ate  pretty  well 
blown  over  now,  I  know  Crabs  from  Verjuice,  I  have  tried  both, 
andthou’dft  give  me  thy  Neice  for  nothing,  I’d  not  have  her. 

Cun.  I  think  fo,  Sir  Gregory ,  for  my  fake  you  would  not. 

Sir  Greg.  I  would  thouhadft  fcap’d  her  too,  and  then  file  had  di¬ 
ed  of  the  Green-ficknefs:  Know  this,  that  I  did  marry  infpight,  and 
I  will  kifs  my  Lady  infpight,  and  love  her  infpight,  and  beget  Chil¬ 
dren  of  her  in  fpight,  and  when  I  die,  they  fhall  have  my  Lands  in 
fpight;  this  was  my  Refolution,  and  now  *cis  out. 

Neice.  How  fpightfularc  you  now,  Sir  Gregory } 

Why  look  you,  t  can  love  my  deareft  Husband, 

With  all  the  Honours,  Duties,  fweet  Embraces, 

That  can  be  thrown  upon  a  loving  Man. 

Sir  Greg. - -This  is  afore  your  Uncle’s  Face,  but  behind  his 

Back,  in  private,  you'll  (hew  him  another  Tale- - — . 

Cun.  You  fee,  Sir,  now  the  irrecoverable  ftate  of  all  thefe  things 
before  you:  Come  out  of  yourMufe,  they  have  been  but  Wit-wea¬ 
pons,  you  were  wont  to  love  the  Play. 

Enter  Clown.  (anosa. 

OldK.  Let  me  alone  in  my  Mufe,  a  little,  Sir,  I  will  wake  to  you 

Cun.  U’d  fo,  your  Friend  Pompey,  how  will  you  anfvvcr  him  € 

Neice.  Very  well,  if  you’ll  but  fecond  it,  and  help  me. 

Clown.  I  do  hear  ftrange  Stories,  are  Ladies  things  obnoxious  } 

Neice.  Oh,  the  diflembliog  falfeft  Wretch  is  come. 

Cm.  How  now,  Lady  ? 

Neice.  Let  me  come  to  him,  and  inftead  of  Love 
Let  me  have  Revenge. 

Witty.  Pray  you  now,  will  you  firft  examine,  whether  he  be  guilty  or 

Neice.  He  cannot  be  excus’d.  ( no? 

How  many  Meflengers  (thou  perjur’d  Man) 

Haft  thou  return’d  with  Vows  and  Oaths,  that  thou 
Wouldft  follow,  and  never  ’till  this  unhappy  hour 
Could  I  let  Eye  of  thee,  fince  thy  falfe  Eye 
Drew  my  Heart  to  it  ?  Oh  fl  could  tear  thee  now, 

In ftcad  of  foft  Embraces 5  pray  give  me  leaver— 


Witty.  Faith  this  was  ill  done  of  you,  Sir,  if  you  promis’d  otfurwifc, 
-Clown.  By  this  Hand,  never  any  McfTenger  came  at  me,  fince  thfc 
ft  ft  time  1  came  into  her  Com  pany*  that  a  Man  fhould  be  wrong’d  thus? 

Aeice.  Did  not  I  fend  thee  Scarfs  and  Diamonds  ?  and  thou  retura’dli 
me  Letters,  one  withafaifc  Heart  irft. 

Witty.  Oh  fie,  to  receive  Favours,  return  Falfhoods,  and  hold  a 
-Lady  in  hand - 

Clown  Will  you  believe  me,  Sir?  if  ever  I  receiv’d  Diamonds,  or 
Scarf, or  font  any  Letter  to  her,  would  this  Sword  might  ne’er  go  through 
Witty.  Some  bad  M:fibngcrs  have  gonebet ween  you  then.  (me. 
Netcc.  Take  him  from  my  Sight,  if  1  fhall  fee  to  morrow. 

Witty.  Pray  you  forb  ar  the  place,  this  Difcontent  may  impair  her 
Health  much. 

Clown.  ’Foot,  ifaManhad  been  in  any  Fault,  ’twould  ne’er  griev’d 
him:  Sir,  if  you’ll  believe. 

Witty .  Nay,  nay,  proteft  no  mere,  I  do  believe  you, 

But  you  fee  how  the  Lady  is  wrong’d  by’c } 

She  has  caft  away  her  felf,  it  is  to  be  fear’d, 

Againft  her  Uncle’s  Will,  nay,  and  Confent, 

Buc  out  of  a  mere  neg!e£t,  and  fpight  to  her  fel£ 

Married  fuddenly  without  any  advice. 

Clown.  Why,  whocan  help  it  iffhe  hecaftaway,  fhe  may  thank 
herfelf,  fhe  might  have  gone  farther  and  far'd  worle ;  I  could  do  no  more 
than  [  could  do : ’t  was  her  own  pleafure  to  command  me,  that  I  fhould 
not  come ’till  1  wasfentfor,  ihad  been  with  her  every  minute  ofanh-ur 
Witt j.  Truly  I  believe  you.  (ejpe^ 

Clown.  Night  and  Day  flie  might  have  commanded  me,  that  fhe  knew 
well  enough;  1  laid  as  much  to  her  between  her  and  I;  yet  I  proteft 
fhe’s  as  honeft  a  Lady  for  my  part  that  I’d  fay,ifftie  would  fee  me  hane’d* 
Iffhe  be  call:  away,  I  think  I  cannot  help  ir,  ihe  might  have  ftav’d  to 
have  fpoken  with  a  Man. 

Witty .  Well,  'twas  a  hard  Mils  on  both  Parts, 

Cltwn.  So  ’twas,  I  was  within  one  of  her,  for  all  this  crofs  Luck 
I  was  furc  I  was  between  the  Knight  and  home.  * 

tieice.  Not  gone  yet?  Oh  my  Heart!  noiie  regard  my  Health? 
Wit.  Good  Sir,  forbear  her  fight  awhile,  you  hear  how  ill  ihe  brooks  it: 
Clown .  Foolifh  Woman,  to  overthrow  her  Fortune  lb  :  I  fhall  think 

the  worfe  of  a  Lady’s  Wit,  while  I  live  for’c - 1  could  almoft  cry  for 

Anger,  if  fhe  fhould  mifearry  now,  ’twould  touch  my  Confcience  a  lit¬ 
tle;  and  who  knows  what  Love  and  Conceit  may  do?  What  would  Peo¬ 
ple  fay,  as  I  go  along  ?  There  goes  he  that  the  Lady  dy’d  for  Love  on  L 
am  fure  to  hear  on’t  i’th  Streets,  I  fhall  weep  before  hand ;  foolifh  Wo¬ 
man,  1  do  grieve  more  for  thee  now,  than!  did  love  thee  before-  well 
go  thy  ways,  wouldlt  thou  fpare  thy  Husband’s  Head,  and  break  thine 
own  Heart?  If  thouhadftany  Wit,  I  would  fome  other  had  been  the 
Caufeof  thy  undoing,  I  fhall  bs  twitted  i’th*  Teeth  with  it.  I’m  W 

efthar,  fooluh  Ladv.  [[Exit' 

Neice 
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Netce,  So,  fo,  this  Trouble’s  well  fhook  off.  Uncle,  ho\vd  W  $ 
there’s  a  Dowry  due,  Sir.  J  ' 

Cun.  We  have  agreed  it,  Sweet  eft, 

And  find  your  Uncle  fully  recover’d,  kind  to  both  of  us. 

Witty.  To  all  the  reft,  I  hope. 

OldK.  Never  to  thee,  nor  thee,  eafie  Coufin  Credulous^ 

W as  your  W it  fo  raw  ?  ~ 

Cred.  Faith,  yours  Sir,  fo  long  feafon’d. 

Has  been  faulty  too,  and  very  much  to  blame, 

Speaking  it  with  Reverence,  Uncle. 

t  Sir  Greg.  Yes  faith,  Sir,  you  have  paid  as  dear  for  your  time  as 
any  Man  here. 

Witty.  Ay,  Sir,  and  I’ll  reckon  it  to  him.  Itnfritnis^  Thefirft  Preface 
cheat  of  a  Pair  of  Pieces  to  the  Beggar?,  you  remember  that  I  was  the 
Example  to  your  Bounty  there,  IfpakeGr^and5>r/V7c/&,  Sir;  you un- 
derftand  me  now.  Nexr,  the  Robbery  put  upon  your  indulgent  Coufin 
which  indeed  was  no  Robbery,  no  Conftable,  no  Juftice,  no  Thief,  but 
all  Cheaters:  there  was  a  hundred  Mark,  mark  you  that;  laftly,  this 
memorable  hundred  Pounds  worth  ofMufick,  this  was  both  Cheat  and 
Wit  too;  and  for  the  afliftance  of  this  Gentlemanto  my  Coufin  (for 
which  amto  haveaFeejthat  wasalittlepra&iceofmyWittoo,  Father; 
Will  ycucometo Compofitionyet,  Father? 

Cun.  Yes  faith,  Sir,  do,  two  hundred  a  Year  willbeeafier  thanfo 
much  Weekly,  1  do  not  think  he’s  barren  it  he  ftiould  be  put  to’t  again* 

Old  K.  Why  this  was  the  Day  I  look’d  for,  thou  (halt  have’t. 

And  the  next  Cheat  makes  up  three  hundred; 

Live  thou  upon  thy  ten  Pound  Vicarige, 

Thou  get’ft  not  a  Penny  more,  here’s  thy  full  Hire  now. 

Cred.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Witty.  Why  there  was  the  fum  of  all  my  Wit,  Father, 

To  {hove  him  out  of  your  Favour,  which  I  fear’d 
Would  have  difinherited  me.  OldK .  Moft  certain  it  had. 

Had  not  thy  Wit  recover’d  it.  Is  there  any  here 
That  had  a  hand  with  thee?  Witty.  Yes,  all  thefe,  Sir. 

OldK.  Nephew,  part  a  hunlred  Pound  amongft  ’em, 

I’ll  repay  it*,  Wealth,  love  me  as  I  love  Wit; 

When  I  die,  I’ll  build  Aim  -houfe  for  decay’d  Wits* 

Sir  Greg.  I’ll  entertain  one  in  mylife-time;  Scholar,  youlhallbemy 
Chaplain,  I  have  the  Gift  of  twenty  Benefices,  fimple  as  I  am  here. 

Trif,  Thanks  my  great  Patron: 

Cun.  Sir,  your  Gentry  and  your  Name  ftiall  both  be  rais’d  as  high 
as  my  Fortunes  can  reach  ’em,  for  your  Friends  fake. 

Witty .  Something  will  be  in  my  prefent  Power,  the  future  more., 
You  (hall  (hare  with  me. 

Ruin  and  Wife .  Thanks,  worthy  Gentlemen. 

XCeice.  Sir,  I  would  beg  one  thing  of  you  ? 

Sir  Greg.  You  can  beg  nothing  of  me. 

Witty .  Oh  Sir,  if  {he  begy  there's  your  Power  oyerher. 


:  I  i 


r  it 

,4  Wit  at  jevnal  Weapons, 

Sir  Greg.  She  has  beg'd  me  for  a  Fool  already,  but  *cis  no  matter; 
I  have  begg’d  her  for  a  Lady,  that  (he  might  have  been, 

That’s  one  lor  another. 

Witty  Nay,  but  if  fhe  beg— — 

Sir  Greg .  Let  her  beg  again  then. 

Neice.  That  your  M.111  Pompey* s  Goar  may  come  over  his  Ears  a- 
gain,  l  would  not  he  Ihould  be  loft  for  my  fake. 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  *cis  granted,  for  mine  o  wn  Lke. 

,  Mir.  I’ll  intreat  ir.  Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  Why  then  ’tis  granted  for  your  fake. 

Old  K.  Come,  come,  down  with  ail  Weapons  now,  *tis  Mufick 
So  it  be  purchas’d  at  an  eafie  Rate  ;  ftime, 

Some  have  receiv’d  the  knocks,  fome  giv’n  the  hits, 

&ud  all  cencludes  in  Love,  there’s  happy  Wits.  {Exeunt; 


Epilogue  at  the  reviving  of  the  Play. 

WE  need  not  tell  you,  Gallant  j,  that  this  Night 

The  Wits  have  jumpt ,  or  that  the  Scenes  hit  right  j 
’ Twould  he  hut  Labour  lojl  for  to  excufe 
What  Fletcher  had  to  do  in ;  his  brisk  Mufe 
Was  /#  mercurial ,  that  if  he  hut  writ 
An  Aft,  or  tvooy  the J  whole  Play  rofe  up  Wit* 

Wed l  not  Appeal  unto  thofe  Gentlemen , 

judge  by  their  Cloaths %  if  they  Jit  right ,  nor  when ; 

The  Ladies  fbtile9  and  with  their  Fans  delight 
7 o  whisk  a  dineb  afide9  then  all  goes  right  \ 

*Twas  well  receiv'd  before ,  and  we  dare  fay , 

Ton  now  are  welcome  to  no  vulgar  Play. 


